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Full many a Wight hath ſuffered for a Song, 

x And curs'd his volubility of Tongue. 
That Prrzx may not THUS have Cauſe to ſay A 
With JuvENAL, poor Fellow, lec us pray 

ä — Torrens dicengia copia multis, 

Et ſua mortifera eſt facundia !—— % 


ODE I. 


F OST noble Peers, there goes an odd report, 
That you, prime fav'rites of an honeft court, 

Are hunting treaſon *midſt my publications 
Hunting, like bloodhounds, with the keeneſt naſes, 

Which hound-like hunting nat'rally ſuppoſes 

The bard dares ſatirize the King of Nationsgs. 

Ye ſharp ſtate mouſers, with your watering jaws, WM 

God keep me from the vengeance of your claws: _ 

An Aſiatic fight may be renew d; EN 

What feathers flying, "_ field of blood, = 
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*T wixt falcon Burke and Sheridan, ſo brave 
And heron Haſtings, ſuch a dainty diſh, 
So wont to cram on Aſiatic fiſh, 
The largeſt, fatteſt of the eaſtern wave! 
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- Yes, yes, I hear that you have watch'd my note, 
And wiſh'd to ſqueeze my tuncful throat; | 
When Thurlow your deſigns molt wiſely ſcouted, 
Swear ing the poet ſhould not yet be knouted. 


Thus when grimalkin in its cage eſpies 
A linret or canary bird, ſo ſweet ; 

The ſcoundrel lifts, fo ſanctified, his eyes, 
Contriving how the warbler's back to greet: 


He ſquints, and licks his lips, ſtalks round, and round, 
Twinkling with miſchief fraught his tyger tail; 
Now on his rump he fits, in thought profound, 
Looks up with hungry wiſhes to aſſail; 
* _ When ſudden enters maſter with a roar, 
| And kicks the ſcheming murderer to door. 


= ODE II. 


IGHT honeſt watchdogs of the ſtate, 
I like to ſmile at Kings, but treaſon hate —— 


Moſt buſy Jenkinſon, Bute's once beſt friend, 
A praiſe that ſtamps a character divine! 
Believe not thus the Poet can offend; 
Ye gods! can Peter pour th' unloyal line ? 


| I Peter perpetrate ſo foul a thing! 

I offer miſchicf to ſo good a King! 

Now be it known to all the realms around, 
I would not loſe my liege for twenty pound ! 


Mild Oſborne, ſofter than the down of gooſe, 
I beg you will not let ſuſpicion looſe — 
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If ſfo—of hiſtory I'll turn compiler 

Divulge ſome tame amours with Miſtreſs C-yl-rz 
So tame, indeed, ſo ſingularly ſtupid, | 
As gave a bluſh to little pimping Cupid! 


O Heav'ns! can Jenkinſon and Oſborne long, 

Foes to the muſe, to cut out Peter's tongue? 

Arm'd with the Jove-like thunders of the crown, 

To knock with thoſe dread bolts a ſimple Poet down ? 


Lo! into life againſt my will I tumbled, 
And, ſays my nurſe I made a horrid clatter; | 
Kick'd, ſprawl'd, and ſputter'd, gap'd, and cried, and 
grumbled, 
Quite angry, ſeemingly, with Mother Nature; 


Who, gueen-life, thinking all ſhe does is right, 
Againſt my wiſhes lugg'd me into light; 

And what is harder, and worſe manners ſtill, 
She'll kick me out of it againſt my will, 


Yet ſince on this world's theatre I'm thrown, 
Which with my temper now begins to ſuit; 
And fince its drama pleaſes, I muſt own 
I ſhould be ſorry to remain a mute; 
Inclin'd to ſay, like Beckford“, undeterr'd, 
„ By G— I'll ſpeak, and d-mme IL'Il be heard.“ 


My Lords, I fain would live a little longer, 
For lo! deſire, as to a boſom wife, 
Undoubtedly the greateſt bliſs of life, 


Hath taken deeper root and ſtronger. 


Would HE who made the world look down, and fay, 
„Peter, wilt live on earth a thouſand years? 


* The Houſe of Commons frequently reſounded with thoſe em- 

p atic expreſſions of the late angry patriotic alderman, when gen- 

tlemen, by ſcraping, hemming, coughing, and groaning, (to adopt 

the phraſ-ology ot my old friend Dr. Johnſon) meant to oppugn the 

impetuofity of pecuniary arrogance, and annihilate the ebullition of 
pertinaceous loquacity. | * 
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Lord, Lord,” I ſhould delighted roar away, 

Ten thouſand, if to thee it meet appears.“ 
80 long! what for!?* the Deity might cry, 
„ O great Divinity,” quoth I, 


A thouſand reaſons; principally one, 
« To fee the preſent Prince of Wales, 
«© Whom many an aſpic tongue aſſails, 

% Aloft on Britain's envied throne. 


«« Where halt the monarchs that have fat before 
« Have only fat to eat, and drink, and ſnore; 
„To damn the credit of the age, 

„% And load with folly hiſt'ry's bluſhing page.” 


And, Jenkinſon, ſhould thy hard face behold 
A Groger the FouRTH upon the throne, 
Adieu at once thy age of gold! 
Pehold thy hopes of higher honours gone! 


Then get thyſelf an Earldom quick, quick, quick, 
For fear of Fortune's wild vagaries 

Thus ſhall thy daughters all, like muſhrooms thick, 

© Riſe Lady Joaxs and Ma DG ES, NeLis and Marys. 


ODE III. 


OWN I love the PRINCE his virtues charm 
I know the youth receiv'd from heaven a heart: 
In friendſhip's cauſe I know his boſom warm, 
That maketh ceriain folk with wonder ſtart, 


*Tis true that from my ſoul the man I hate, 
Immers'd in mammon, and by mis'ry got; 

Who, to complete his dinner, licks his plate, 
And wiſhes to have ev'ry thing for nought: 


Who if he gam'd, the dice would meanly cog; 
Rob the blind beggar's ſcrip, and ſtarve his N 
"vt | n 
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And that there are ſuch wretches near a throne, 
Degraded Nature tells it with a groan. 


Perdition catch the money-graſping wretch, 
With hook-like fingers ever on the ſtretch; 
Who ſighing, vents on Charity a curſe, 
That alle for wANT a penny from his purſe : 


The heart that lodges in that miſer's breait, 

For money feels the hunger of the ſhark ; 
Reſembling, too, the ruſty iron cheſt 

That holds his idol—cloſe, and hard, and dark. 


Give me the youth who dares at times unbend, 
And ſcorning Moderation's prude-like ſtare, 
Can to her teeth, and to the world, declare, 

Ebriety a merit with a friend, 


When friendſhip draws the corks, and bids the dome 
With mirth and ſallies of the ſoul reſound: | 

When friendſhip bids the bow! o'erflowing foam, 
Till morning eyes the board with plenty crown'd; 

Behold the vir Tues that ſublimely ſoar, 

Inſtead of meanly damning, cry Encore.“ 


9 1m” 
ITH you, my Lords, I'm ev'ry thing that's 


evil; 

There's ſcarce a crime I've not committed; 
The very eſſence of the devil; 

Deſerving by the damon to be ſpitted; 


Juſt like a turkey, gooſe, or duck, 
Prepar'd by Joan the cook to go to fire; 

So wanton have you both been pleas'd to pluck 
The ſwan that imitates his Theban fire. 


Of ev'ry quality am ] bereft, 
Not ev'n the ſhadow of a virtue left; 
B 3 | Not 


at - 
* I 


Not one mall moral feather in my wings, 
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When dead, to lift me to the King of Kings. 


My Lords, beware — by mouthing oft my name 
Unwiſely, a u may damn me into fame: 

By letting thus your ſpleen on PETER looſe, 

He builds triumphal arches on abuſe 


In vain the bard turns oculiſt, and tries 

To purge the film from this world's darken'd eyes: 
In vain to Printers and to Printer's devils 

I fly, and advertiſe to cure King's Evils: 

With huge contempt you look on me, alack ! 


My noftrums curſe, and call the Bard a quack. 


In general, authors are ſuch coward things, 
They fear to ſpeak their ſentiments of Kings, 
Till thoſe ſame Kings are dead, and then the 
crowd, 


5 like a pack of hounds, hiſtorian, bard, 4 


ith throats of thunder run his mem'ry hard, 
And try to tear him piecemeal from his ſhroud. 


Now, if we wiſh a Monarch to reclaim, 
In God's name let us ſpeak before he's dead, 
Or elſe *tis ten to one we miſs our aim, 

By ſtaying till the Fates have cut his thread: 
After this operation of their knife, 
J ne&er knew : jormation in my lite. 


And yet, what is the greateſt King when dead, 
When duſt and worms his eyes and ears o erſpread, 
And low he lies beneath the ſtone? 

The man who millions call'd his own, 

Howe'er his ſpectre may be willing, 

Cannot give change t'ye for a ung: 
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ODE V. 


OUR taunting voices now, my Lords, I hear, 
And thus they grate the poet's loyal ear: 
« Bard, we are both ſuperior to thy lays 
Deaf to the cenſure, and deſpiſe thy praiſe, 


« Know that, pur Monarch lifts his head ſublime, 
% Beyond the reach of groveling rhyme, - 

6 An Atlas hiding midſt the thickeſt clouds; 
„% Whilſt thou, a beetle, doom'd to buz below, 
& Tn circles, envious rambling to and fro, 


_« Survey'ſt the ſhining miſt his head that ſhrouds, 


„ Thy rhymes, inſulting Kings with pigmy pride, 
% Are like the ſea's mad wave that make a pother, 
« Wild ruſhing on ſome promontory's fide, 
„One noiſy blockhead following another. 


4% The ſtately promontory ſeems to ſay, 
« Afpiring fools, go back again, go home: 
% At once the ſhoulder'd bullies daſh'd away, 
&« Sink from his ſtately fide in fruitleſs foam. 


4% Thou, with rapſcallions like thyſelf, 

« A poor opiniated elf, 

« Letting on Kings thy pen licentious looſe, 

« Art like an impudent lane gooſe, | 

« Who, as the trav'ler calmly trots along, 

« Starts from amongſt his flock, and ill-bred thron 

« Waddling with pok'd-out neck, and voice ſo 
.21i;1. 3H>E E, X | 

« As if to ſwallow-up the man and horſe: 

« With rumpled feathers to the ſteed he ſteals, 

« And, like a coward, ſnaps him by the heels; | 

6 Then jy gang with out-ſtretch'd pinions hob- 

ing, 

« The fool erect returns Te Deum gobbling, 

| „% And 
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& And from each brother's greeting gullet draws 
« The mingled triumph of a coarſe applauſe, 
& As if the trotting enemies were beaten, 


&« And man and paltry kill'd and eaten. 


& Poor rogue, thou haſt not got the trifling ſpirit 
„To own thy King e'er did one act of merit.“ 


My Lords, with great ſubmiſſion to your ſenſe, 
Giving the lie, yet hoping no offence; 

An act is his my heart with rapture hails 
George gave the world the Prince of Wales; 

A Prince, who when he fills Old England's throne, 

The virtues and fair ſcience ſhall ſurround it; 

| And when he quits the ſceptre, all ſhall own 

He left it as wn/ullied as he found it. 
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ODE VI. 
REAT was the Bard's deſire to ſing the Queen, 


Vaſt in her ſou], majeſtic in her mien; 
But fierce George Hardinge“ {wore if pens or pen 
Ci woman, women, man, or men, 
In any wiſe or ſhape, in ode or tale, 
Dar'd mention that ſuperior Lady, lo! 
The law ſhould deal them uc a blo w-. 
Hang, pill'ry, or confine for lite 1n jail ! 


And as a kite, on whom the ſmall birds ſtare, 
That tow' ring critic of the air, 
Is oft beſet by tribes of rooks and crows, 
Arcidit the cryſtal fields of heav'n; 
By whoſe hard beaks and wings, no common foes, 
Sad knocks to gentle kite are giv'n ; 


Surrounded thus amidſt that lofty hall, 
Nam'd Weſtminſter, the gentle bard 


* Sollicitor to the Queen. 4 
Mi ghy 
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Might of the fable legions taſte the gall: 
He therefore wiſely mean; to play his card ; 

The Poet's quidlibet audendi waves, 

And thus his hide an old companion faves, 


Ah, me! the legiſlators of Parnafſus, . 

In liberty, though Engliſhmen, ſurpaſs us! 
What's ſound at Hippocrene, the Poet's SpA, 
Is not at Weſtminſter ſound law ! 


Parnaſſus never with rare Genius wars; 

But aiding, lifts his head to ſtrike the ſtars: 
At Weſtminſter how diffrent is his fate ? 

Where if he ſoars ſublime, and boldly ſinge, 

The ſheers of law, like Fate's, ſhall ſnip his wings, 
And bid him warble through an iron grate. 


Perchaunce law neckcloths, form'd of deal or oak, 
Like marriage, often an unpleaſant yoke, 

Shall rudely hug his harmleſs throat, 

And ſtop his Apollinian note; 

The empire of fair poetry o'erturning, 

And putting every muſe in mourning. 
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ODE VII. 


OU tell me both, with grievous malice carping, 
5 On one dull tune eternally I'm harpin 

You would have ſaid to MiLTox juſt the fame; 
Who throught twelve books the head of Satan maul'd 
Such names the prince of darkneſs call'd, 

As muſt have made you roar out ſhame. 


You would (or greatly J miſtake) have ſaid, 

«© What! Milton, always plaguing the poor Devil, 
% For ever beating Nick about the head; 

«© How canſt thou be ſo dev'liſhly uncivil ? 


as not one book ſufficient for thy ſpleen, 
But muſt thou to a mummy beat him, Ara 
6 And, 


- 3 
« And, like a pickpocket, ſo barb'rous treat him 
„Through books a dozen or fourteen ? 


Suppoſe theſe things you could have mutter'd, 
And glorious MiLTox, like a ninny, | 
Had anſwer'd, „There is ſenſe and reaſon in ye — 
Thank ye, kind Gentlemen, for all you've utter'd; 
The hint you offer not amiſs is: 
I tear my Paradiſe to pieces.“ 


Suppoſe I aſk you what had been the evil ? 

Believe me, ſomething to the world's ſad co.. 
By ſuch civility to ſpare the Devil, 
My Lords, a ſecond Iliad had been loſt. 


Thus from poor Peter take the 6xEAT away; 
Of fun you rob him of cart- load 
What would his cuſtomers all do and ſay ? 


P'rhaps, curſe you for the loſs of Odes. 


You'll ſay, Let ſatire meaner ſubjects look.“ 


Well, Jexnxy *, grant my fatire flies at you, 
Who'd buy my melancholy vulgar book ? 
Adieu fair fame, and fortune's fmiles adieu! 


But if we daring trim a royal jacket, 

Lord! what a buying, reading, what a racket | 

How ſpruce the metamorphos'd bard appears! 

With what a confidence he pricks his ears! 

Who juſt before, in piteous chop-fall'n plight, 
Look'd of the woeful face, La Mancaa's Knicaurt#4 


Who runs to ſee a monkey in a trap? 
But let the noble lion grace the gin, 
Lo! the whole world is out to ſee him ſnap, 
To hear him growl, and triumph o'er his grin! 


* Here ſeemeth to be a contradiction; but when the reader is in- 
formed that JExx y cannot without mockery be ranked amongſt the 


Cut 


GREAT, the myſtery ſtands explained. 
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Cut off the head of a great Lord, - 
Not wiſer than the head of a great gooſe, 


Tow'r Hill at once with gapers will be ſtor'd, 
As if the world was all broke looſe; 


But when a little villain haps to ſwing, 
What a poor ſolitary ſtring! 

How few by curioſity are fetch'd 

To ſee the rope of juſtice ſtretch'd! 


Scarce any but the hangman and the prieft 
To do their duty at ths culprit's fide, 

With hemp and pray'rs his neck and ſoul aſſiſt, 
And with the lonely trav'ler a good ride. 


ODE VIIL 


ARK! hark! I hear you courtier pair exclaim, 
This Peter is the moſt audacious dog; 
« "The fellow hath no rev'rence for a name 
« A King to him is ſcarce above a log,” 
Sometimes below® a log, Sirs, if you pleaſe; 
A bold affertion, to be prov'd with eaſe, 


But, goodly Gentlemen, I do defire ye, 
T'avoid in this affair minute enquiry 
Concerning their reſpective merit; 

I fear leſs prudence will be ſeen than ſpirit ; 
Z LFogs univerſally are uſeful things; 

A poftulatum not allow'd to Kings. 


For ns, on Honour's pinnacles,” you cry, 

Whoſe heads are nearly level with the ſky, 

> * High baſking in the blaze of regal pow'r; 

This Peter, ſeldom from rank pride exempt, 

Calls us, with ſcowling eyes of fix'd contempt, 
A pair of jackdaws perch'd upon a tow'r. 


* A few foreign Monarchs juſtify the Poet's aſſertion. 
| Arch- 


LI 
& Archbiſhops, biſhops, ſervants of the Lord, 
Head ſervants, too, who preach the pureſt word, 
„. With waving hands enforcing goodly matter, 
& No more by him, the ſcorner, are accounted 
& Than ſweepers on their chimneys mounted, 

& That wield their bruſh, and to the vulgar chat- 

—_ | | 


True, my dear Lords—for merit only warm, 
Rank and fine trappings long have ceas'd to charm 
And yet, their eyes the ſtupid million bleſs, 
For barely getting ſights of rank and dreſs! 


When Judges a campaigning go, 
And on their benches look ſo big, 
What gives them conſequence, I trow, 
Is nothing but a buſhel wig : 


Yet bumpkins, gaping with a bullock ſtare, 

See learning lodg'd in ev'ry hair. 

But heads, not hair, my admiration draw : 

Not wigs, but wiſdom, ſtrikes my ſoul with awe. 


— 
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ODE IX. 


HE man who printeth his poetic fits, 
Into the Fublic's mouth his head commits 
Too oft a lion's mouth, of danger full, 

Or flaming mouth of PRALARIS's bull! 

He pours the ſad repentant groan in vain, 

The cruel world but giggles at his pain, 


For lo! our world, ſo ſavage in its nature, 
Would rather fee a fellow under water, 
Or, from the attic ſtory of a houſe 
Fall down ſouſe, 
Upon a ſet of cnrſed iron ſpikes; 
Than ſee him with the blooming laſs he likes, 


Bleſ 
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Beſt on a yielding bed of down or roſes, | 
Where Love's fond couples often join their noſes. 


Upon me what a hoſt I've got! 

Who by their black abuſes boil their pot. 

Ay, that's the reaſon—wide-mouth'd hunger calls, 
And from the hollows of each ſtomach bawls! 


Thus the poor filk-worms, born to bleſs mankind, 
Whilſt for the ſhiv'ring world the robe they ſpin, 
In ev'ry ring a thouſand inſects find, 
Gnawing voraciouſly their harmleſs ſkin. 


And thus the lambs, whoſe uſeful fleeces treat 
With coats and blankets people of all ſtations, 
By preying maggots are beſet, 
Harb'ring whole ſtinking nations; 
Which from their backs the crows ſo kindly pick, 
Enough to make a Chriſtian ſick. 


Oh, would ſome critic crow but eat the pack 
Now neſtling in my lyric back, 

That daily in their hoſts increaſe, 

And try to ſpoil the fineſt fleece. 

Why am I perſecuted for my rhymes, 

That kindly try to cobble Kings and times ! 


To mine, Charles Churchill's rage was downright 
rancour. 
He was a firſt-rate man of war to me, 
Thund' ring amidſt a high tempeſtuous ſea ; 
I'm a ſmall cockboat bobbing at an anchor; 
Playing with 8 that alarm, 
Yet ſcorn te do a bit of harm. 


My fatire's blunt—his boaſted a keen edge 
A ſugar hammer mine—but his a blackſmith's ſledge; 


And then that Junius! — what a ſcalping fellow; 
Who dar'd ſuch treaſon and ſedition bellow! 
Vor. 111, C Compar'd 
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Compar'd to them, whoſe pleaſure 'twas to ftab, 
Lord! I'm a melting medlar to a crab! 

My humour of a very diff'rent fort i— 
Their ſatire's horrid hair cloth, mine is filk—— 
I am a pretty nipperkin of milk; 

They two enormous jugs of agua fortis. 


Compar'd to their high floods of foaming fatire, 

My rhyme's a rill—a thread of murmuring water; 

A whirlwind they, that oaks like ſtubble heaves—— 
I, zephyr whiſp'ring, ſporting through the leaves. 


And ſuch all candid people muſt conclude it 
The world ſhould ſay of Peter Pindar's ſtrain, 
& In him the courtly Horace lives again 

„ Circum praecordia Petrus ludit.“ 


Which eaſy ſcrap of Latin thus J render 
No man by Peter's verſe is harſhly bitten; 

Like lambkins bleats the bard ſo ſweet and tender, 
And playful as the fportive kitten. 


So chaſte his /milies, To ſoft his ſtile, 

That ev'n his bitt'reſt enemies ſhould ſmile; 
He biddeth not his verſe in thunder roar 

His lines perpetual ſummer—ſunſuine weather 
He tickles only—how can he do more, 

Whole only inſtrument's a feather ? 


\ 


O PE KX. 
IKE children, charm'd with Praiſe's ſugar'd 


. | 
How much'the Great admire the cringing throng; 
And how moſt lovingly the men they hate, 
Who to the ſtubbornneſs of conſcience born, 
Tenacious of the rights of nature, ſcorn 
To hold the cenſer to the noſe of Sate! 


Too | 


„ * 
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Too many a weak brain'd man, and ſilly dame, 
Are made ridiculous by fulſome fame; 
Rais'd on high pedeſtals in rich attire, 
For half the globe to laugh at, not admire, 


You bid the bard in-panegyric ſhine; 
With courtly adulation load the line: 
Sirs, adulation is a fatal thing— 

Rank poiſon for a ſubje&, or a King. 


My Lords, I do declare that it requires 
A brain well fortified to bear great flatt*ries; 
Such very dangerous maſk'd batt*ries, | 
That keep on great men's brains ſuch ceaſeleſs 
fires 
J hope that God will give ſuch great men grace 
To know the gen'ral weakneſs of the place. 


Pray do not fancy what I utter ſtrange 
The love of flattery is the ſoul's rank mange, 
Which, though it gives ſuch tickling joys, 
Inſtead of doing ſervice, it deſtroys : 

Juſt as the mange to lapdog's ſkins apply'd, 
Though pleafing, ſpoils the beauty of the hide. 


A ſonnet now and then to pleaſe the fair, 
With flatt'ry ſpic'd a little, does no harm 
That talks of flames, perfections, hope, deſpair, 
And hyperbolically paints each charm. 


P*rhaps to a fault at times, my muſe's art, 

By admiration ſwell'd, hath ſoar'd too high: 
But Cynthia knew the lover's partial art, 

And chid her poet for the tuneful lie. 


Perhaps too loud the bard hath ſtruck the lyre; 
And when th' enthuſiaſt, with a lover's fire, 

More ”_ than angels, gave the nymph to 

glow; 5 

By Truth's delightful dictates ſolely ſway'd, 
Onght of his fav'rite Cynthia to have ſaid, 

dhe triumphs only o'er the world 4eloaw.” 

C 2 ODE 


ODE XI. 


itt Y Lords, I won't conſent to be a bug, 
| To batten in the royal rug, 
| And on the backs of Monarchs meanly crawl, 
And more, my Lords, I hope I never ſhall, 
Yet certain vermin I can mention, love it, 
Zeu know the miſerables that can prove it. 
| I cannot, Papiſt-like, (a dupe to Kings) 
Create divinities from wooden things. 


| Somewhere in Afia—I forget the place— 

| Ceylon I think it is—— Yes, yes, I'm right; 
fi There Kings are deem'd of heav'nly race, 

| And blaſphemy it is their pow'r to flight. 


tf! Like crouching ſpaniels down black Lords muſt lie, 
N Whene'er admitted to the Royal eye, 
And ſay, whene'er the mighty Monarch chats 
To thoſe black Lords about their wives and brats, 
That happen in the world to tumble; 
„ Dread Sire, your flave and. bitch my wife, 
„ Hath brought to bleſs your dog ſo humble, 
« One, two, three, four, five puppies into life; 
All ſubje to your godlike will and pow'r, 
& To hang or drown in half an hour.“ 


This is too ſervile, I muſt dare confeſs — 9 
Twixt man and man the diff*rence ſhould be leſs. ! 


I own I brought two wond”ring eyes to town, 
Got bent by mobs my ribs like any hoop, . 
To ſee the mighty man who wore a crown— 4 

To ſee the man to whom great courtiers ſtoop. 


Much had I read, which certes ſome time ſince is, 
My bible ſo replete with Kings and Princes, 


C3 3 

And thought Kings taller than my pariſh ſteeple ;: 
I thought too, which was natural enough, | 
ove made their ſkins of very diffrent ſtuff 
From that which clothes the bones of common people. 


But mark! by ſtaring, gaping ev'ry day, 
The edge of admiration wore away, 

Like razor's edges rubb'd againſt a ſtone; 
Kings ceas'd to be ſuch objects of devotion, 
I ſaw the Beings ſoon without emotion, 


And thought like mine their bodies fleſh and bone. 


Like many thouſands, I was weak enough _ 
To think Jove kept a ſoul and body ſhop— 
Like mercers had variety of ſtuff, 
For ſuch whoſe turn it was to be made up; 
And that he treated with great liberality 
Folks born to figure in the line of quality; 
Giving ſouls ſuperfine, and bones and bloods, 
In ſhort, the choiceſt of celeſtial goods: | 


But on the lower claſſes when employ'd, 
It ſtruck me, that he work'd with much /ang froid,. 
Not caring one braſs farthing for the chaps; 

Forming them juſt as girls themſelves amuſe 
In making workbags, pincuſhions, and ſlioe 
VIpELIcET—from ſcraps. | | 


Now can't I give a thimblefull of praiſe, | 
E'en to an Emp'ror, if uncrown'd by merit; 
A ſtarving principle, *faith, now a-days, 
And unconnected with the courtier's ſpirit——- 
You, Sirs, I think, can give it with a ladle, 
And rock of grinning idiotiſm the cradle, 


mm 2 


ODE XII. 


O much abus'd, I loſe my lyric merit. 
Evaporated half its ſpirit ; = 
| C3 Reduc'g' 


[ 8 ] 


Reduc'd from alcohol to phlegm : 
From ſolid pudding to whipp'd cream ! 


There was a time when not one bit afraid 
Of ought the people roar'd, or ſung, or ſaid; 
I —— my favꝰrite trade purſued ; | 
Invok'd Apollo, and the Muſes woo'd: 

And with the ſtojciſm that ſooths a ſtone, 

I fat me down and pick'd my mutton bone. 


Thus when amidſt the tumbling world of waves 
The cloud-wrapp'd Genius of the tempeſt raves, 
And midſt the hurrying maſs of ſpecter d gloom, 
FATE mounted on the wild wing of the b 
Shouts deſolation through the twilight waſte, 
And, thund'ring, threats a ſyſtem's doom ; 


Lo! with light wing a gull the billows ſweeps, 

Sports on the ſtorm, and mocks the bellowing deeps; 
Now on the mountain ſurge compos'd he ſquats, 
Adjuſts his feathers, and looks round for ſprats. 


I now may ſay with righteous David, “ Lord, 
„With foes I'm fore encompaſſed about; 

And rhyme like Sternhold, once for verſe ador'd, 
l wote not when I ſhall get out; 

& So craftily the heathen me aſſail 

« My canticle doth not a whit avail.” 


Lo! almoſt ev*ry one at Peter's head 
Levels his blunderbuſs, and takes a po 
Bounce on my dear os frontis falls the lead, 
But harmleſs yet, thank God, I've ſeen it drop: 


Yet by and by ſome luckleſs ſhot | 

May knock about the brains of tuneful Peter 
Thoufands will ſmile to ſee him go to pot, 

And mock him in his grave with ſhameleſs metre: 


Not fo our gracious King and Queen, I know i. 
They've pity, if not pence to give a poet. 
-*Y Patient 
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[ 19 J 
Patient as Job, when Satan, all ſo vile, 
Betting his ſkin againſt the Lord's, 
Adding a moſt contemptuous ſmile, 
As well as moſt indecent words, 
Cover'd the man of UZ with boils, 
At which with horror ev'ry heart recoils: 


Yes, patient as the man of UZ am I, 
Though forc'd on envy's burning coals to fry. 


Seek I the court ? Lords, Lordlings fly the place 

The ladies, too, ſo full of loyal grace, | 
Turn their gay backs when there I ſhow my head; 

As happen'd at St. James's t*other day, 

When up the ſtairs I took my ſolemn way, 

And fill'd the fine-dreſs'd gentlefolks with dread. 


Off Brudenell flew, and with his ſtar fo blazing ; 
Off flew the frighten'd Sir John Dick, ſo ſtout, 

Who won his blazing ſtar by means amazing 
By manufacturing ſour crout. | 


Off flew with this great crout-compoſing Dick, | 
Thomſon and Saliſb'ry, Harcourt, and Gold- ſtick ; 
Such was the terror at the man of rhymes, 

As though he enter ' d to divulge their crimes. 


Thus on a bank upon a ſummer's day, 
Of ſome fair ſtream of Eaſt or Weſtern Ind, 
When puppies join in wanton play, 
Free from the ſlighteſt fear of being fkinn'd; 


If from that ſtream, which all ſo placid flows, 
A fly old alligatoi pokes his noſe; 

P'rhaps with a wiſh to taſte a flice of cur; 

At once the dogs are off upon the ſpur; 

Nor once behind them caſt a courtly look, 


$ To compliment the monarch of the brook. 


ODE 
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ODE XIII. 


ESERTED in my utmoſt need by fate, 
Like fam'd Darius, great and good ; 
Fall'n, fall'n, poor fellow, from a large eſtate; 
Forc'd, forc d to brouſe, like goats, the lanes for 


food! ! 


Alas! deſerted quite by ev'ry friend; 
And what than friendſhip can be ſweeter ? 
Lo! not a ſoul will kind aſſiſtance lend; 
Lo! ev'ry puppy lifts his leg at Peter! 


Like ſome lone inſulated rock am T, | 
Where midſt th* Atlantic vaſt, old Fol raves; 
Shook by the thunders of each angry ſky, 
And roll'd on by the ruſhing world of waves!. 


So hard, indeed, the critic tempeſt blows, 
I fcarce can point againſt the gale my noſe——. 


A ſtorm more violent was never ſeen! 
So dread the war!—indeed it muſt be dread, 1 
When from his ſhop John Nichols pops his head,. 7 
And pours the under, of his Magazine. 


For heavier artill'ry ne'er was play' d. F 
And yet, not all th'artill'ry is his own; 1 
Hayley, a cloſe ally, in ambuſcade 4 


Behind, aſſiſts the war of furious John. 
John Nichols, with Will. Hayley for his Squire, N 


Are ſerious things, howe'er the world may laugh ; 
And therefore dread I much to face the fire j 
Of this intrepid Hudibra/s and Ralph. Þ 

8 

You too, my Lords, combin'd with thoſe dread foes: { 
To tear the bard to pieces for his rhymes, A 

| | | Is 
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[ 22 3 
Is very cruel, Heav'n well knows, 
And does no ſort of credit to the times. 


Yet let me feel myſelf —I*'m not yet dead, 


Though maul'd fo terribly about the head: 


By Printer's Devils an allies ſurrounded : 
P'rhaps, like the Pruſſian Monarch, I may riſe 
Herculean, to the world's ſurprize, 

And ſee my enemies confounded. 


Full many a cock hath won ten pound, | 
Though ſeeming dead, ſtretch *'d out amidſt the 


1f —— 


Leap'd up, and giv'n his foe a fatal wound 


Then why not mine, ye Gods, the lucky hit? 


ODE XIV. 
ITH your good leave, my Lord, T'll now take 


mine, 

Not deem'd, perchaunce, a poet quite divine 
Perchaune with beaſts at Epheſus I've warr'd, 

Like that prodigious orator St. Paul, | 

And for my ſtanzas, p'rhaps both great and ſmall, 
You kindly wiſh me feather'd well, and tarr'd. 


You think I loath the name of King, no doubt——— 
Indeed, my Lords, you never were more out : 

I am not of that envious claſs of elves ; 
Though Dame M*Auley turns on Kings her tail; 
With great re/pe# the ſacred names I hail; 

That is, of Monarchs who re/pe& themſelves, 


But ſhould they act with meanneſs, or like fools, 


The muſe ſhall place a foot's cap on their ſkulls. 


Stubborn as many a King, indeed, I am 
That is, as ſtubborn as a halter'd ram ; 


A change 
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A change in Peter's life you muſt not hope: 
To try to waſh an aſs's face, 
Is really labour to miſplace; 

And really loſs of time, as well as ſope. 


ODE XV. 


RAY let me laugh; my Lords, I muſt, Iwill 
My Lords, my laughing muſcles can't lie ſtill; 
Unpoliſh'd in the ſupple ſchools of France, 
I cannot burſt to pleaſure complaiſance. 


Care to our coffin adds a nail, no doubt ; 
And ev'ry grin, ſo merry, draws one out: 
I own | like to laugh, and hate to ſigh, 
And think that riſibility was giv'n ; 
For human happineſs, by gracious heav'n, 
And that we came not into life to cry: 


To wear long faces, juſt as if our maker, 
The God of goodneſs, was an undertaker, 
Well pleas'd to wrap the ſoul's unlucky mien 
In ſorrow's diſmal crape or bombaſin. 


Methinks I hear the Lord of Nature ſay, 

“Fools, how you plague me! go, be wiſe, be gay; 
& No tortures, penances, your God requires 

& Enjoy, be lively, innocent, adore, 

„ And know that Heav'n hath not one angel more 
„In conſequence of groaning nuns and friars. 

„% Heav'n never took a pleaſure or a pride 


In ſtarving ſtomachs, or a horſewhipp'd hide. 


“ Mirth be your motto—merry be your heart; 
„Good Jaughs are pleaſant inoffenſive things: 
« And if their follies happen t) divert, 
& I ſhall not quarrel at a joke on Kings.” 


ODE 
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ODE A'S 


F Monarchs (the ſuggeſtion, p'rhaps, of liars) 
Turn houſebreakers, and rob the nuns and friars 

Steal pictures, crucifixes, heav'nly chattels, 

To purchaſe ſwords and guns and ſouls for battles; 


In ſpite of all the world may ſay and think, 
If Empreſſes will punk-like kiſs and drink: 


If Kings will ſell the hares and boars they kill, 
And ſnipe and partridge blood for mammon ſpill, 
Denying thus themſelves a dainty diſh, | 
And go themſelves to market with their fiſh : 


Pleas'd with the vulgar herd to join their name, 
If Kings, ambitious of a black{mith's fame, 
Not wondrouſly ambitious in their views, 
Inſtead of mending empires, make horſe ſhoes: 


Dead to fair ſcience, if to vagrant hogs, 

To toymen, conjurors, and dancing dogs, 
Great Princes, pleas'd, a patronage extend; 
Whilſt modeſt genius pines without a friend: 


Diſmiſſing grandeur as an idle thing, 

If on bob wigs, ſlouch'd hats, and thread-bare coats, 
Upon vulgarity a Monarch doats, | 

"* More pleas'd to look a coachman than a King: 


If with their bullocks Kings delight to battle; 
On hard horſe cheſnuts make them dine and ſup, 
= Reſolv'd to ſtarve the nice-mouth'd cattle 
Until they eat the cheſnuts up ; 

Poor fellows, from the nuts who turn away, 
And think it dev*liſh hard they can't have hay: 


if 


T i } 


If Kings will mount old houſes upon rollers, 


Converting ſober manſions into ſtrollers, 
Heraclitus's gravity can't bear it 
I muſt laugh out, and all the world muſt hear it. 


— — 


ODE XVII. 


UST one word more, my Lords, before we par. 
Do not vow vengeance on the tuneful art; 
*Tis very dang'rous to attack a poet 
Alſo ridiculous - the end would ſhow it. 
Though not to ite - to read I hear you're able 
Read, then, and learn inſtruction from a fable. 


THE 
PIG and MAGPIE, 
A FABLE. 


CKING his tail, a ſaucy Prigs 
A Magpie hopp'd upon a Pig, 
o pull ſome hair forſooth, to line his neſt; 
And with fuch eaſe the hair attack, 
As thinking the fee ſimple of the back 


Was by himſelf, and not the Pig, poſſeſt. 


The Boar look'd up as thunder black to Mag, 
Who, ſquinting down on him like an arch wag, 
Inform'd Mynheer ſome briſtles muſt be torn; 
Then buſy went to work, not nicely culling; 
Got a good handſome beakfull by good pulling, 
And flew without a Thank ye“ to his thorn. 


The Pig ſet up a diſmal yelling : 
Follow'd the robber to his dwelling, 
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Who, like a fool, had built it midſt a bramble : 
In manfully he fallied, full of might, 
2termin'd to obtain his right, 
And midſt the buſhes now began to ſcramble. 


He drove the Magpie, tore his neſt to rags, 
And, happy on the downfall, pour'd his brags: 
But ere he from the brambles came, alack ? 
His ears and eyes were miferably torn, 
His bleeding hide in ſuch a plight forlorn, 
He could not count ten hairs upon his back. 


This is a oP tale, my Lords, and pat : 
To folks like you, ſo clever, verbum fat. 


— — — 
THE , 


SICK LADY Ax D TRE ALMANACK. 


Poor old woman with a diarrhea, 
Brought on by flip-flop tea and rot gut beer, 
Went to Sangrado with a woeful face; 
And, hawking twice or thrice, to clear her throat, 
She told him, in N note, 


er caſe! 
„ „ „ «„ „ * 


Diſeaſe had brought her to a doleful ſtate, 

Her legs ſeem'd tott'ring with a lifeleſs weight; 
Her boſom panted for the lack of breath, 

Her voice ſeem'd echoing from the vale of death; 
Her funken orbs of light but dimly ſhone; 

A gaſping ſpectre! hardly ſkin and bone! 


The doctor being in a wond'rous hurry, 
To ſtill a lady in hyſteric flurry. 
D 


Vol. III. Could 


Sangrado felt her pulſe, and tongue inſpeted. 4 


To fee if G-d has given them any grace? 
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Could hardly ſtop to hear pale mis'ry's moan; 
So, jumping in his coach, he-bawl'd - Go on!” 
Howe'er, to keep the dame from hingdom come, 

From the ſharp gripe of grinning Death, fo cruel 
He told her that ſhe need but hurry home, 

And boil ſome Bole Armoniac in her gruel. 
Then call upon him in a day or two, 

And let him know | 

If things went better, or in fatu 9. 


The dame, obedient to the doctor's order, 3 
Came when the time prefix'd was ended; 

Health ſeem'd to triumph o'er the dire diſorder, 
But ſtil] ſhe ſeem'd a little broken winded. 


Then aſk'd her if ſhe'd done as he directed.— E 
„ Zook, fir, for tho'f I ſent my godſon Jack, NY 
From houſe to houſe, amongſt my neighbours, I 

To beg a Moore's old Almanack ; 


He could not geet un, after all his labours : — 1 
And 20—T took and boil'd the Babes the Wood; 4 
And, praiſe the Lord! it's done a mort of good.“ XZ 
4 

b 
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UNTER 4 

'TITHE RENCO ; 3 
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As it was Performed in the County of Suffolk, Anno Domini, 178g- 1 
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REAT Lawyers certainly are ſometimes out, 
And fo are Reverend Divines — no doubt; 
But when they make egregious blunders, 
Who can blame Peter, if he wonder: ? 
Or ſtares them, like Lavater, in the face, 
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Not many miles from Cambridge, lives a prieſt, 
A counterpart of Brinſley's Father Paul; 

Whofe pig-like ſtomach, ever on the feaſt, 
Content not with a plenty, grunts for all. 


So great an epicure for dainty diſhes, 
Found not a quantum in his loaves and fi/bes, | 
To appeale his avaricious, gorging maw : 
He therefore bluntly told his congregation, 
That tithes muſt undergo an alteration; 
Cr he ſhould take th* opinion of the law. 


They, like good brethren, join'd with one accord, 
And told this gormandizing man of God! 

That he might take the law, if he were wiling: 
Fut as for giving more than they had done, 
Evaith, they did not like the fun, | 

And would not raife another ſhilling — 


While thus Contention rais'd her toad-like head, 
A Lawyer, deeply in the ſtatutes read; 

To keep 4 x clear from ev'ry error, 
Conven'd his clients up together! 
And, being all aſſembled, thus he ſpoke, 

(Firſt giving wig a twiſt, and chin a ſtroke) 


« Meſſieurs! I've ſearch'd our ancient Modus over; 
Beſides the ſettled ſum for hops and clover, 

There is a kind of predial tithe to pay; 
Namely, —- a Hafen on St. Thomas' day. 

But as it's difficult to halve a Hen, 

A whole one may be borne by each two men; 
Which will, in eye of law, be juſt-as good, 

And ſave us many a chicken crood. | 


St. Thomas, gentlemen, will be next Monday; 

I therefore cruſt you'll get your hens by Sunday, 

And meet by ten, or ſooner in the morning: 

But, juſt betore you go, give me a calling; 

Then I, and Little John, will take the lead; 

The reſt in pairs ſhall after us proceed. 
D 2 | 
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And, lo! exactly at th' appointed hour. 

This throng ſet forward from the Lawyer's door; 
Preceded by a troop of boys, 
Who made a moſt ungodly noiſe. 


The Parſon, when he heard them coming, 

Fell difcord in his ears thus drumming ; 

{Diſcord that never fails to make, _ 

With fears, the fierceſt general quake) 

Wonder'd, wh-t Devil's doings was the matter. 
With whoops and cackiings there was ſuch a clatter, 


He thought fore Preſbyterian rabblez _ 
In Teſt-repealing fpite, were come to flout him, 
Or ſome fierce Methodiſtic drabble ; 
So ont he flew, like fury, from his porch, 
With brandiſu'd elus, (inſtead of torch) 
And mot religiouſty he laid about him, 
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But they, not mindful of his oak, nor threats, 
Threw down their Hens in decent order ! 

Excufing, now and then, a few retreats, \ 
The groupe kept pretty well from fell diſorder, 


\ 2 
„ F 


Now, in the midſt of this peace- offering ſcene, E 
The Lawyer's clerk came ſkimming o'er the green 2 
4 | 


And, whiſp'ring ſomething to his lord and maſter, 
He in an inſtant turn'd red! yellow! pale! 2 


Muſe, o'er his bluſhes ſpread thy milk-white veil; A 
Who would not blufh at ſuch a dire difaſter ! 2 
N 7 

In faltering accents, he was heard to ſay 3 

« Let me! Oh let me! ſteal unſeen away: 218 
Scoffs and revilings elſe will be my doom!“ A 
And then he turn'd his tail, and hurried home, <Y 


The youth then rallied up the ſcatter'd throng, 
And, putting on a faint like look; 
Making a face—ye gods! how long! 
He told them that his maſter had miſtook 
- A word 


CG 48 | 
A word in ancient Modus, for a half-hen, 
Which meant a faggo!——that's to ſay, a Hearthen *, 


Nought in rejoinder had the crowd to ſay; 
So, catching Hens again, they went away 
Next morning waiting on the old law rook, 

They paid him for his ſervices ſo clever; 
Moſt graciouſly prefenting a horn book; 

And Lawyer Horn-Book fhall his name be ever. 


20 
CANTERBURY TALE 
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Heu me, per urbem (nam pudet tanti mal.) 
Fabula quanta fui! Hos. Erob. 11, 


Man of mufic, one who dealt in tunes, 
In hautboys and baſfoons, 
Fiddles and fiddle-ſtrings, 
And ſuch harmonic things 
That had a naſal twang ; 
Which made him ſubject fit 
| For wicked wit, 
Whene'er he ſpoke, and oftentimes he ſang ;; 
But then his mu-fic, 
Sure enough! 
Was ſuch incondite ſtuff, 
Twould make a Chriſtian or a Jew ſick! 


But not to waſte, about his vocal glory, 
Our precious time, 
And eke our rhyme; 


Muſe, trim thy quill, and briefly tell thy ſtory. 


* [earthen means a ſmall bundle of firewood; it is now almoſt 
obſolete, and ſeldom found but in old law bovks. * 15 


D 3 Mean- 


| | „ 
; Meanwhile, ſo ſoftly ſtrike the fri ing, 
And join thy voice fo pailing ſweet, 


| 3 That Pindar, when he hears thee ſing, 
j Shall own the ſong and ſubject meet ! 


1 This man of muſic, or this mufic man, 
— The Tale is now began! — 
"i Loves frequently to take a ;ummer trip, 
To Margate, or elſewhere, 
ö Sometimes by poney, and ſometimes by ſhip: 
And then and there 
To tel} his tales ard crack his jokes, 
And ſing encore, 
Among a ſort of filly folks, 
Who never heard him ing or ſay before. 


In one of theſe excurſions of renown — 
I think hiſtorians ſay at Canterbury, 
Or at ſome other town 
As I'm not now before a judge or jury, 
Methinks I need not ſwear 
Where 'twas exactly but ſomewhere 
He met a fellow traveller tir,” ſays he, 
Right full of glee, 12 
« We'll crack a bottle, if yon pleaſe, 
« And fing a ſong: 
The time may yet be Jong, 
Before we meet again, ſo much at eaſe ; 
« Come, Here's the King !— 


=== 


God lave— grent— Sing Sir: ſing 
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« Here's my card, -Y 
« You know St. Paul's Church Yard, iS 
We'll fay St. Paul's Church Yard, 1 


To make a rhyme to cara —) 
I ſhould be glad to ſee you there, 
« Or any where; 


4 
999 


« And 


— 


1 
% And, Sir, obſerve ye, 


« If you want any thing in my ſmall way 


„% Perhaps you may, 


« Or any of your friends—T'd gladly ſerve ye. 


Sir, what d'ye ay ? 
„Perhaps you'll recommend me, purely, 
“ For old acquaintance, ha!“ 
(All this you may ſuppoſe, 
Was utter'd thro' the noſe) 


« Moſt ſurely!” ſaid the ſtranger, * ſurely!” 


Now ponder well ye cockneys all, 
The tale that I ſhall tell; 

The ſame fad fate leſt you befal, 
Which this poor man befel. 


And, madam Muſe, attune thy lay, 
To ſomething of more ſerious ſort, 

That well may ſuit, as one may ſay, 
A ſubject of ſuch grave import. 


The ſtory then goes on to add, 


As how they mounted each a different pad 


The ſtranger was a wicked wight, 
Moſt ſadly given to ungracious wit; 
And when he reach'd his inn at night, 
Feeling an amorous fit, 4 
With naſal twang—  _ 
Juſt in the tone his friend effay'd to ſing 
« God fave the king! 
A tender ditty to the maid he ſang, 
About her maidenhead, ' : 
The while ſhe warm'd his bed. 


The muſe that dictates this authentic lay, 
Obliges me to fay, : 

His muſic had fuch *witching charms, - 
That ſoon ſhe ſunk into his arm 


* „ «„ * * 


And 


(CB, 3 
And then of courſe ſhe cry'd, 
And ſaid, O dear! ſhe was undone, 
As ſure as any gun! 
And hung about his neck, and ſobb'd and figh'd, 
And {aid as how the world would ſcoff. 
And caſt her off. 
Said he, „ My pretty little dear, 
„„ See here 
« My card! 
« You know St. Saul's Church Vard.— 
Nor more nor leſs! 
And gave his friend's addreſs :. 
« If aught aſſail thee, my protecting arms 
« Are ever open to receive thy charms!““ 


Now this was ſaid in ſuch poetic guiſe, 
With ſo much love in both his eyes, 
The lady ceas'd to ſnort, 
And ſaid no more—— 
To make the ſtory ſhort— 
The morning came; he roſe, and ate his fill, 
Diſcharg'd his bill, 
Mounted his ſteed, and * from the door, 


To bring the matter to a cloſe, 
Suppoſe we now good poets may b 
— what they pleaſe, 
or their own eaſe —— 


Nine months gone by, and Madam in the ſtraw 


And lo, a child is born! 
Now ſo ſevere is pariſh law, 
The bed-rid mother muſt be ſworn ; 
"Twas they ſhe fir ſt produc'd the fatal card, 
Deſcrib'd the father's tuneful voice; 
And ſent the token to St. Paul's Church Vard, 
That found him in a trice. 


There 
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3 
There is a ſign 
Can aught beneath ſuch dreadful ſymbols thrive _ 
That repreſents a martyr broil'd alive® 
Thither the ambaſſadors repair'd, 
And had a pint of wine, | 
Waiting with their credentials to be heard. 


The man of naſal warblings was at home. 
But would not come; 
Said he, 
« The gentlemen may come to ME,” 
Twas all the ſame; 
They came j—— 
* „% „„ „„ „ „ 
« 1 get a child Sir! I! 
„Now that, Sir, I deny: 
„The caſe is clear 
« 1] have not got a child this twenty year! ws 


In vain the man might plead, 
Indeed it was not him, indeed! . 
For as he ſpoke it through' the cv 
It left them nothing to ſuppoſe. -. «+ 

And then the card! 5 
In vain he trumpeted and ſwore, _ 
And call'd the woman Whore. 


Nor oaths nor actions would avail; 
They mow him pay the fine; twas monſtrous 
ard! 
Now, tuneful muſe, recline thy weary wing, 
And ceaſe to fing,—— 
Reader, here ends my Canterbury tale! 


* Caoſe and Oridiron. 


Ea) 
. 


PARISIAN TALE. 


HEN I have got a tale to tell, 
Which might as well 
Be told in about minutes two, 
As half a year, 
My fkittifh muſe is much diſpos'd to prance- 
About it and about it, like a cat. 
Or kitten round a moufe or rat; 
With vaſt ado; 
But now, good folks, ſuppoſe yourſelves in France 
In Paris, and I'll wait upon you there, 
For there the feat, of which I mean to tell, 
Befel, 
Where folks, they ſay, are tree 
we. — 


Within the Fauxbourg Saint Antoine, 
Near where, extending many a rood, 
Old Deſpotiſm's fall'n temple“ ſtood, 
The pati iot virtues bleeding at her ſhrine, 
Her ſhrine with lettres de cachet alight, 
A horrid fight ! 
But now ſince Freedom fair, 
Waves her bright pinions in Pariſian air 
Enough 
Of this poetic ſtuff — 


Beneath an old ſuſpicious looking roof, 
That ſeem'd, for fear of ſwagg'ring blades, 
In boots, with red and blue cockades *, 
To ſkulk aloof, 
| A neft of folks 
Were ſeen with downward, difcontented looks 


A vigilant Hibernian lad hard by, 


Who lodg'd fix ſtory high, 


*The Baſtille, + The buckiſh dreſs of the democrates. 
. | Pronounced 


1 
Pronounced them * A rare ſtock o' rats!” 
That is, 4rifocrats ! a 
For from his elevated ſite, | 
He kenn'd them all by night, 
1 Buſy, as fifty taylors on a board, 
And ſent the National Aſſembly word 
3 As how—a ſet of rebels ſly, 
That back'd the king, and ought to die, 
Hung altogether in a ſtring, 
Who ſhould in fingle packthread ſwing, 
Be dragg'd from ambuſcade and night, 
And à la lanterne come to light : 
Their deeds were dark, he clearly knew, 
Becauſe they were obfeure to vie. 
Thus much ae ventur'd to reveal, 
And to it ſet his hand and ſeal.—— 
Juſt then L' Aſſemblée were in loud debate, 
Arguing a knotty caſe, 
Of vaſt importance to the ſtate, 
Concerning certain lace, 
And buttons to the coat, 
Of civic note, 
Whether beſt worn behind, or beſt before 
When Pat's epiſtle huſh'd the loud Uproar.—— 
So frets upon the fire a kettle 
Of braſs, or other mettle. 
When nothing is put in to boil; 
The vacant water keeps a ceaſeleſs coil, 
But ſouſe a cold potatoe in the tide, 
The foaming waves ſubſide 
The Preſidential bell was rung, 
And mute attention on the packet hung, 
When *twas reſolv'd a truſty band ſhould meet, 
And ruſh impetuous on the guilty ſtreet, 
Io ruin level the profcrib*d hotel, 
= And hurl its rebel gueſts to hell! 
This was the mighty Mis aBEav's decree; 
The reſt exclaim'd . Ainſi ſoit- il!“ 
No ſooner ſaid than done; 
Fierce Dx La Fa VET TE led them on; — 


Arriv'd 


1 1 


Arriv'd at the devoted ſpot, 
With democratic fury hot, 
They burſt the door, 
And ruſht up ſtairs with horrible uproar ; 
Nor ſtay'd a moment to inquire 
What were the harmleſs objects of their ire, 
But overſet. | 
Living or dead, whate'er they met.— 
And, having made the foe defenceleſs yield, 
They ou to crown their toll 
| ith ſpoil, 
That, rich in glittering colour ſtrew'd the field: 
When nought ſave ee all in tatter'd bits, 
Or full of ſlits, 
| They ſaw, | 
The worthleſs throphies of the war !— 
And for the captives, what were they? O dear! 
But meagre ſons of paint! 
This copying ſome Madonna, that ſome {aint, 
Originals for DxsExNAxs to puff, 
Aſſiſted by an Engliſh auctioneer, 
Right Rafaelle, Angelo and Titian ſtuff! 
Agoing ! Sirs; agoing! gone! 
. 


— ͤ— —— 


A TALE. 
Imitated from Cervantes, 


ONG ſince Cervantes told the ſtory, 
L Jet in Engliſh guiſe before ye; 
Of rhyme alone I claim the credit, 
Premiſing hundreds never read 1t,—— 
Our hero of the Spaniſh page, 
No leſs a man than Sancho ſage, 


3 


Wy 


Lo, ſeated Cuſtos Rotulorum, 

A Juſtice of the Peace and Quorum); 

At eaſe in ancient elbow ſeat, 

With gout and flannels at his feet, 

In hall, that tapeſtry adorns, 

Beneath a branching pair of horns :—— 

Your antlers are an emblem quaint, | 

Denoting /age, and flannels aint: 

On legiſlative Moſes brow, nat, 

A radiant pair for ever grow. 

The faintly flannels indication, % | 

Is penitence, and reſignation ; ode 4 

All the corruptions of the world, 7 

Beneath our ET in triumph hurl'd, 

But wicked wits there are deviſe | 

The ſelf-ſame matter contrawiſe 

That gout gives man a ſolemn grin, 

Sign of /olemnity within: t : 

end that by horns is clearly given, 

A type of cuckoldom and heaven. 

Enough—it marks the magiſtrate, 

Of ghoſtly and of grave eſtate. —— 

Such, and ſo grac'd, his worfhip ſat, 

With pipe and friend in ſocial chat 

As how the arts of population 

Enhance the credit of a nation; 

As how, the labourer's annual toll 

Improves the crop, and mends the ſoil; 

As how when rat-rat at the gate, 

His worſhip ſummon'd all his ſtate, 

Diſplay'd his leg upon a chair, 

And cock'd his pipe with fiercer air 

When, lo! before the ſtool of truth, 

A ruddy laſs, and rural youth! — . 

She wailing, in moſt piteous caſe, 

Ot flubborn ſtays—that wou'd not lace; 

Of waiſt, that meaſur*'d more, I trow, 

Than Reputation's laws allow; 

Of raviſhment by force and arms, 

Aſcribing all that potent charms; 

That when he took her to the wake, 

And treated her with ale and cake, 
Vol. III. E. ; He 


* 
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He mix*d a ſomething in her ale 
She felt it afterwards prevail; 
Or all his force, and all his art, 
Had never touch'd her better part / 
„But make me honeſt by a wedding, 
And let me know a lawful bedding; 
Or curſe you! — ſhe vindictive ſtood 
J'll have it out of your heart's blood! 
Till Juſtice has you by the nape, 
I'll fwear, by book, A rape! a rape!” —— 
The ſwain, in Lack à daiſy ſort, 
Held down his head—as ſorry for't; 
And ſeem'd to ſay Forgive him then, 
He would not do the like again. 
Though Juſtice ſhould be blind, we cry, 
*Twere well, ſometimes, ſhe'd half an eye; 
*T was here the caſe : exclaim'd our Juſtice, 
« Leaſt faid on ſuch a matter beſt is; 
A child there is, 'tis plain to ſee— 
The man's it may, or may not be. 
May aught for raviſhment atone, 
I'll make him pay you value down. — 
So ſaid and done a deed was drawn, 
That left him bankrupt and forlorn, 
Without a hut to hide his head in, 


Without the means of board or bedding. 


The fatal paper ſeal'd and ſign'd, 

That all the ſpoiler's ſpoil conſign'd, 
The raviſh'd lady ſkipp'd away, 

As ſpotleſs virgin, blithe and gay: 
When ſooth to ſay, in Chriſtian guiſe, 

The contrite ſinner turn'd his eyes! 

For what he loſt he made no ſtrife, 

It freed him from the curſe of life 

Than marry ſuch——if left to chuſe, 

Jack Ketch ſhould rather tye the nooſe. 
To what ſhe ſu ore about the fair, 

He ſwore the b——h ſeduc'd him there. 
For what ſhe felt, he could not fay, 

But ſure ſhe kiſs'd him all the way! 

4% Ha!” cry'd the magiſtrate, “proceed; 
She kiſs'd vou firſt ???—+** She did indeed!“ 


66 Indeed ! 
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ec Indeed this quite ſubverts the caſe 5 
And now the matter clears apace— 
Yourſelf go ſtop her at the door, 
And make her that fame deed reſtore;“ 
As welt might child the winds withhold, 
Or rob the Bank of all its gold; 
Collected in her right ſhe ſtood, 
And threat'ned him with bruiſe and blood; 
Than loſe her right, ſhe'd loſe her life, 
And dar'd him to athletic ſtrife | 
The man ſtood trembling with difmay, 
Tilt Mice overheard the fray, 
Both back into his preſence preſt, 
And thus the Amazon addre it — 
© You ſhould have been thus brave before, 
Or lefs a vixen at my door; 
Half this had ſhielded every harm, 
From ſavage force, or chemic charm : 
Your valour has your worth outwitted— 


Reſtore the bond - the man's acquitted!” 


— 


THE | 
QUAKER ano TE BARN, 


HEN old Methuſelah gave up the ghoſt, 
And ſought his fathers, in the filent tomb; 
He left Aminadab to rule the roaſt, 
And wing'd his foul away to kingdom come. 


Scarcely had Death his glimm'ring eyelids clos'd, 

The latent ebb of life compos'd, 

When maſter Broadbrim, like a hopeful heir, 

Por'd o'er his father's will, and dropt the onion'd tear; 


Onion's a very uſeful thing, 
Rapt in a muſlin handkerchief ſo white! 
To draw the tear from etiquette's ſoft ſpring, 
At funerals—a pretty fight 
KS -.. And 


1 
And much in vogue with mutes and undertakers; 
Whoſe frothy ſorrows foam, like ocean's breakers. 


Thus young Aminadab. in Iriſh knell, 
O'er father's corſe; and will“ gan yearn ;” 
When, lo! a gift of half a Barn 
To Hezckiah, 
| Stopt 2 at once the diſmal yell, 
And made his gliſt'ning eyeballs glow with ire, 


Who'er has felt blythe Cupid's golden dart, 
Tipt with that Mohawk Jealouſy” s curſt poiſon, 
Won't wonder our young Squire ſhould ſtart! 
To fix his willow weeping eyes on 
A gift to neighbour Hezekiah, 
Who had juſt robb'd his arms of prim Miſs Dinah. 


Howe'er, he plaited o'er his frantic face, 
Tho? moſt tremendouſly againſt the grain, 
And vented paſſion with a grace, 
When * ſafely in the ground was lain; 


Writing a billet to his rival, 
(Which, to be ſure, was wondrous wa) 
He told him, in a ſtile fo warm, 1 
% Friend Hez, 1 find part of a Barn, 
Has been bequeath'd thee by my honour'd fire 
I therefore truſt thy ſtars will be ſo r | 
As to give thee a weſtern wind, | 
When of the eaſtern part 1 make a fice! 
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THE 


DISAPPOINTMENT. 
A TRUE TALE. 


HERE lives an Alderman of great renown;; 
Whoſe firſt ambition is a ſumptuous dinner; 
And, while fair Juſtice marks him as her on, 
He ſ-ldom makes a foe of faint or ſinner: 
But, tho? in joints as ninible as the fox, 
His cheeks are like the buttocks of an ox! 


In ſhort, he is eſteem'd a jovial foul — 

An epicure in honeſty and feaſting; _ 
And ſtill, when ſeated o'er the ſocial bowl, 

Is deem'd the life of merriment and jeſting: 
While every party is accounted dull, 
Without the company of Juſtice Bull, 


His brother, like the'cankerworm of fate, 
Had linger'd long, on couch of forrow pining; 
Indeed, he was fo very poor in tate, 
As ne'er to know the luxury of dining: 
But weak, and weaker, evry hour he grew; 
A dwarf, in perſon, and in foul—a Jew! 


The, Juſtice ſent enquiries for his health, 
Once ere he went to dine by invitation; 
Not with a view of fawning for his wealth, 
Eut leſt th* omiſſion ſhould be deem'd tranſgreſſion. 
And ſoon the meſſenger, with-pitegus breath, 
Reveal'd the tidings of his brother's death! 


Heart-ſtruck, with diſappointment and diſmay, 
His mighty ſpirit, deep entranc'd in wonder, 
Held ſilence ſong; but when the ſtorm found way, 
His rage was like the full-ton*d voice of thunder: 
He curs'd PEISETHONE, and all the train 
Ot death-hounds that attend her gloomy reign. 
E z « When 
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„% When I had ſwallow'd pills againſt my will, 
For three days paſt, of nature moſt cathartic, . 
That of good eating I might have my fill, 

Nor dread the danger of an after paunch ache; 
Then Deſtiny's damn'd froſt, to put a ſtop 

To every budding promiſe of my hope 


By heav'n I' not attend him to the goal! 

A wretch!“ he cry'd, “ 4o deſtitute of reaſon! 
Gods! I could execrate his ſhrivell'd foul ! 

To ſhrink from nature's courſe at ſuch a ſeaſon! 
He might have ſtaid till Saturday at leaſt; 
For Friday is the Corporation faſt ! | 
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EANIQ F. 
ITH beauteous LaM BER T's bluſh, and Rvs- 


| SEL's ſmiles, 
AvRoRa peep'd upon the firſt of Iſles; 

And lo, to bleating flock, and whiſtling bird, 
Uproſe the Sun, and uproſe G. Tye Tüinp, 
Who left his Queen fo charming, and her room, 
To talk of hounds and horfes with the Groom. 


Say, Mvse, what! not one cloud with low'ring looks, 
To gloom compathon on the heads of Cooks? 
What! not ove ſolitary omen ſent; 
Not one ſmall ſign, to tell the great event? 

= On 
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On Caxo's danger, clouds of ev'ry thape 

Hung on the firmament their diſmal crape : 
AukroRaA wept, poor girl, with ſorrow big; 
And PHotBvus roſe without his golden wig ! 
But now the ſkies their uſual manners loſt, 

The ſun and moon, and all the ſtarry hoſt! 

No raven at the window flapp'd his wings, 
And croak'd portentous to the Cooks of Kings; 
No horſes neigh'd, no bullocks roar'd ſo ſtout ; 
No ſheep, like ſheep be- devill'd, ran about; 

No lizhtnings flalh'd, no thunder deign'd to growl; 
No walls re-echo'd to the mournful owl; 

No jackaſs bray'd affright ; no ghoſt gan wail; 

No comet threaten'd empires with his tail ; 

No witches, wildfy ſcreaming, rode the broom ; 
No pewter+platters danc'd about the room, 

Thus unregarded droop'd each menac'd head, 

As though the omens all were really dead; 

As unregarded (what a horrid flur!) 

As though the Monarch meant to ſhave a cur ! 


Now to the kitchen of the Palace came 
Full many a damſel ſweet, and daring dame, 
The wives and daughters of thoſe Cooks forlorn 
Whoſe luckleſs heads were threaten'd to be ſhorn : 
Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each had, 
To cheer their huſbands, pour'd the boaſtful Band! 
Thus, when the ancient Britons ruftyd to battle, 
Their wives intrepid join'd the general rattle ; 
Encouraging their huſbands in the fray, 
For fear ſome pale-nos'd rogues might run away: 
O glorious at!—repelling coward fear.— 
Thus cocks fight braveſt when the hens are near. 


Now on the hand of Ladies ſtar'd the Cooks, 
And ſeem'd to ſnew hair-ruin in their looks. 
Great 1s the eloquence of eyes indeed— 
Much hiſt'ry in thoſe tell-tale orbs we read! 
What though no bigger than a button-hole, 
Yet what a wondrous window to the ſoul! 
The boſom's joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, 
In lively colours are depicted here! 
e Now 
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Now to the crowded kitchen Ramvs ſprings, 
Ramvs, call'd Billy by the beſt of Kings; 
Who much of razors and of ſoapſuds knows, 
Well ſkill'd to take Great CxsAR by the noſe : 
Much by his Sovereign lov'd, a truſty Page, 
Who often puts great Stateſmen in a rage; 
Poor Loks; compelPd againſt their will to af. 
Though aſs-like laden with affairs of State, 
Till Page and Monarch finiſh deep diſputes: 
On buckſkin breeches, or a pair of boots !. 


Billy, a pretty name of love, ſo ſweet, 
Familiar, eafy, for affection meet! 
Thus formal Patrick is transform'd to Paddy 
And Father, by the children chriſten'd Daddy: 
And Or1ver, who could een Xing control, . 
By many a. thouſand is baptiz'd OLD Nor. 


Speak, Reaper, didſt thou ever fee 2 ghoſt? 
I ſo thou ſtoodeſt ſtaring, like a poſt : 
Thus did the Cooks on BILLY Ranvs ſtare, 
Whoſe frightful preſence porcupin'd each hair. 
Now enter d S£cxER*—and now this he ſpoke: — 
& This Louſe affair's a very pretty joke | 
% Arn't you aſham'd of it, you dirty dogs? 
„ Zounds! have you all been ſleeping with the hogs ? 
« But mind you'll be, to all your great delight, 
« Bald as ſo many coots before 'tis night. 
« No murmurs, gentlemen—' tis all in vain: 
„% When Monarchs order, who ſhall dare complain?” 
Now from the female Band, a Hr ROINE rav'd 
« G—d curſe me, if my huſband ſha'l be ſhav'd; 
% You ſhan't, you ſhan't the fellow?s head diſgrace 
„% fay, the man ſhall ſooner loſe his place. 
„% Wigs, like the very devil, I loath, I hate 
« And curſe me, if a zigbteap hugs his pate.“ 
„ How, IMPUDENCE !” the wrathfu] SECEKER cry'd, 
With horror ſtaring, and a mouth vard-wide 
& Where, where's my ſtick, my cane, my whip, my 
| {witch ? 
« Who taught rebellion t'ye, you ſaucy B= ??? 


* Late Clerke of the Kitchen. 
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« My/elf,” with hands akembow cry'd the Dame— 
« I tell ye, Miſter Secrex, *tis a ſhame— | 
« T tell ye that the Cooks will all be fook, 

&« To ſuffer razors to come ear their ſkulls. 

% [itch too, forſooth ! the language of a hog! 

& If I'm a Bitch, then /omebody's a Dog.“ 


Now all th' internal man of Szcxer boil'd— 
From thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd : 
Now, reſolution- fraught, he wiſh'd to ſtick her, 
Now in her face to ſpit, and now to kick her. 
But PRUDENCE in that very moment came, 

And ſweetly whiſper'd to the man of flame 

„% Fie, SECKER! kick a woman SECKER, fie! 
On matter more ſublime, thy proweſs try 
No glory ſprings from kicking wives of Cooks. 
« Strive to ſurpaſs great Kings in binding books; 
„ Tranſcend great Kings in forcing ſtubborn kine 
To breakfaſt on horſe-cheſnuts, fup, and dine; 
« In educating pigs, be thou as deep; | 

« And learn, like Kings, to feel, the rumps of ſheep. 
« Go, triumph at the market-towns with woot : x 
“% Go, breed for lady-cows the braveſt bull; 

«© Tow'r o'er the ſcepter'd GxEAr in fat of lambs, 
„And riſe a rival in the breed of rams,— | 

« Theſe be thine acts from hence fair glory flows, 
*« Whoſe beam, a bonfire round a Monarch glows, 

« Surpaſs in charity towards the Poor; 

„Nor bully ſtarving MRI from the door. 

+ Behold, for patronage lean GEN Ius pant: | 
„What though the wealthy Great a taſe may want, 
Vet, would they caſt their eyes on pining Muatz, 
« Thoſe eyes would quickly warm her frozen ſpirit, 
„% The foo! may lift the MouxNER from the tomb, 

© And bid the buried ſeeds of Gznrvs bloom. 

« Yes, fools of Fortune, did thoſe fools incline 
Jo look on humble WoxTan, might bid her ſhine; 
Thus tallow candles in a chandelier, 

„Make the keen beauties of the glaſs appear, 

Call into note a thouſand trembling rays, 


“And ſhare the merit of the mingled blaze. | 
| | | “ The 
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* The Great ſhould ſan-like bid their treaſures flow, 
„% Whoſe beams wide-ſpreading no diſtinction know; 
« But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe; 

6 And light at once a ſyſtem and a pipe.“ 


Thus Pz vptxce ſpoke, when SEcKEK to the Dang 
Confeſs'd his fault and ſtopp'd the burſting flame. 
Now ſtorm'd a fecond Heroine from the band, 
Call'd Foan, and full at SEcxer made a ſtand— 

I ſay, Tom ſhan't be ſhay'd—he ſhan't—he ſhan't,— 
_ « Leek porridge, ſtirabout, we'll ſooner want; 
„% We'll rather hunt the gutters for our meat; 
« Cry mackrel, or ſing ballads through the ſtreet; 
Foot ſtockings, mend old china, or black ſhoes, 
% Sooner than Tou, poor ſoul, his locks ſhall loſe. 
« Humph! what a pretty hoity toity's here? 
„% Trxonas, I ſay, ſhan't loſe his locks, poor Dear ! 
% Shav'd too! *cauſe people happen to be poor— | 
« I never heard of ſuch a trick before. 
% Folks think they may take freedoms with a Cook 
« G2, aſk your MasTER if he'd ſhave a Duke. | 
4% No—3if he dar'd to do it, I'll be curſt: | 
„% No, SECKER, he would eat the razor firſt. | 
« Good r= to think poor people's heads to plun+ 
er — | | Fo 4 
4 Why, lord! are people drunk, or mad, I wonder? 
„„ What! ſhall my poor dear huſband loſe his locks 
« Becauſe a han't ten millions in the ſtocks ? 
-46 Becauſe on me, forſooth, à can't beſtow 
A di'mond petticoat, to make a ſhow * 
« Marry come up, ind:ed—a pretty joke 
« Any thing's good enough for humble folk: 
b ve db ary; and there, forſooth; call'd dog and 
— | 
„ God bleſs us well, becauſe we are not rich. 
“% People will ſoon be beat about with ſticks, 
% Forſooth, becauſe they han't a coach and fix. 
„ A ſhan't be ſhav'd, and I'm his lawful wife: 
“ The man was never louſy in his life. 
« Ax what his Mother ſays his neareſt kin 
& 'Tom never had a blotch upon his ſkin, 
| „% But 
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ce But when a had the meaſles and ſmall ” 

„% What for, then, ſhall the fellow loſe his locks? 

« © She never in her life-time ſaw (ſhe ſays) 

« «© Atidier, cleanher lad, in all her days— 

< And all her neighbours ſaid with huge ſurpriſe, 
« © A finer boy was never ſeen with eyes!" 
« So, Miſter SECKER, let's have no more toyſe— 
« Hunt further for the owner of the louſe. 

« Sir, 'tis a burning ame, I'm bold to ſay, 

To take poor people's character away. 

£« Who knows the varmine is n't your own, odsfiſh! 
% You're fond of peeping into ev'ry diſh. | 


Again of SECKER boil'd th' internal man; 
Thought urging thought, again to rage began ; 
Huge thoughts of diff*rent ſizes ſwell'd his ſoul ; 
Now mounting high, now finking low, they roll; 
Buſtling here, there, up, down, and round about; 
So wild the mob, ſo terrible the rout! , 

How like a LEG or Mvrro in the pot, 

With turneps thick ſurrounded all ſo hot! 

Amid the gulph of broth, ſublime, profound, 
Tuwultous, joſtling, how they ruſh around ! 

Now up the turneps mount with ſkins of ſnow, 
While reſtleſs lab'ring MuTTor dives below 
Now lofty ſoaring, climbs the leg of ſheep, 

While TukxE downwards plunges *mid the deep! 
Strange ſuch refemblances in things ſhould lie“ 
But what eſcapes the Peet's piercing eye? 

Juſt like the Sun for what eſcapes his ray, 

Who darts on deepeſt ſhade the golden day? 


Muſe, let us pauſe a moment —here we ſee 

A woman, certainly of low degree, 

Reviling falt of elevated ſtation ; | 

Thus waging war with mild SUBORDINATION. 

Should ſweet SUBoRDINATION chance to die, 

Adieu to Kings and Courtier-men ſo high; 

Then will that Imy EquaLiTY prevail, 

Who knous no diff'rence between head and tail; 

Then Majeſty, the lofty noſe who lifts, | 

With tears ſhall waſh and iron her own ſhifts ; = 
| ' 0 


al 
To darn her ſtockings, from her height deſcend 
Which now are giv'n to MAcKENTHUN® to mend — 
Turn her fair fingers into vulgar paws, 
And waſh her dirty laces and her gauze. 
Then dimm'd are coronets that awe inſpire, 
And ſceptres ſtuff'd like faggots, in the fire. 
Ne'er let me view the hour, my ſoul that ſhocks, 
When female Majeſty ſhall waſh her ſmocks ; 
Such humbled grandeur let me never ſee ; a 
Soapſuds and Sov'reignty but ill agree: 
Malkin, and Majeſty, but ill accord: 
Rubbers and Royalty, are kin abhorr'd ! 
Strange union! 'tis the Vulture and the Bat; 
A gulph and mudpool—elephant and rat; 
A great Archbiſhop, and an Undertaker; 
The Muſe of Epic, and a riddle-maker; 
A roaring King in tragedy ſublime 
And he who plays poor Pug in Pantomime; 
The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws, 
Firm in the fair ſupport of Freedoms cauſe; 
And that ſame Lord, behind the ſcenes, a ſnail, 
Who, crawling, of an actreſs holds the tail; 
Marcaes on the ſtage with ſteel and plume, 
And that MaRchEsI in a Lady's room; 
4 Sir Josy, Jove-like, with his hammer'd arm, 
Who thund'ring breaks of ſleep the opiate charms; 
And that Sir JosErH, with a ſimple — 
Collecting ſimples near the ſimple brook. 


— 


Again came Prudence, quaker- looking form, 
Sweet humour'd Goddeſs, to ſuppreſs the ſtorm, 
Who clapp'd her hands (indeed an act uncouth) 
Full on the gaping hole of SEcker's mouth; 
Compreſſing thus a thouſand iron words, 
8 ev'ry ſoul of them as points of ſwords : 
; But ſoon her hand forſook his lips and chin; 
Who own'd the Goddeſs, and but gave a grin. 


* A Lady attendant on the Princeſſes. 


+ Sir Jos yen Banxs. A part of his royal inſignia is a hammer 
to knock down a ditpute, and keep the Royal Society awake. 4 4 
| n 
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Thus from a fretful bottle of ſmall beer, 

If, mad, the cork ſnould leap with wild career; 
Lo, to the bottle's mouth the butler flies, 

And with dexterity his hand applies! 

In vain the liquor buſtles mid the dome; 

John quells all fury, and ſubdues the foam! 

Now roſe the MajorR—*« Miſter SEcKER— Sir, 

% You make in this affair a pretty ſtir! 

% *Twere dotdtleſs a fine preſent in a box, 

« To offer to our ſovereign Lord, the locks : 

« Some v reward would follow to be ſure; 

« A pretty little, ſweet, ſnug Ainecure. 

«© Yes—MasTER SECKER well can play his cards: 
Sublime achievements, claim ſublime rewards, 
I humbly do preſume, Sir, that his Grace 

«© Has promis'd ye a warm Exciſeman's place ;— 
& Some folks are Facks-Ix office, fond of power!“ 
Thus ſpoke the Coox, like vinegar ſo ſour. 
„No matter, Maſter Major, what I get; 

% All that I know, is this, your heads ſhall ſweat : 
« T'll ſee the buſineſs done, depend upon't— 

« T'll order matters, dn me if I don't: 

« Yes, Maſter Dixox, you ſhall know who's who 
& Which is the better gemman, I or you.“ 

Thus anſwers SECKER to the man of woes, 

And points his ſatire with a cock*d-up noſe. _ 
Scarce had he utter'd, when a noiſe was heard; 
And now behold'a motley band appear'd ; ' 

With Babel ſounds at once the kitchen rin 

Of Groom, Page, Barber, and the beſt of Kings ! 
And lo, the beſt of Queens muſt ſee the fun; 
And lo, the Princeſſes ſo beauteous run; 

And Madam ScawELLENBERG came hobbling too; 
Poor lady, loſing in the race a ſhoe ! 

But in revenge-purſuit, the loſs how light ! 

The world would loſe a leg, to pleaſe a ſpite, 


And now for PRAck did SECKER bawl aloud ; 
And lo, PEact came at once among the croud. 
In courts of juſtice thus, to huſh the hum, 

4 Silence,“ the cryer calls, and all is mum 


Vor. UL, F Cooks, 
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. Cooks, Scullions, all, of high and low degree, 
« Attend, and learn our Monarch's will from me. 
« Our Sov'reign Lord the King, whoſe word is fate, 
« Wills in his wiſdom to ſee ſhay'd each pate: 

« Then, Gentlemen, pray take your chairs at once ; 
And let each Barber fall upon his ſconce.“ 
Thus thunder'd SECRKER with a Maxs-like face, 

And ftruck dire terror through the roaſting race. 
Thus roar'd AchILIES mid the martial fray, 

When ev'ry frighted Trojan ran away. 


Calm was the croud, when hu the King of Iſles, 

Firm for the ſhave, but yet w'th kingly ſmiles — 

« You muſt be ſhav*'d—you ſhall, you muſt indeed: 

& No, no, I ſha'nt let ſlip a ſingle head 

&« A very filthy naſty, dirty trick— 

« The 3 on't turns my ſtomach - makes me 
ick. | 5 

“ Louſe—louſe—a.naſty thing, a louſe IJ hate. 

4% No, no, I'll have no more upon my plate. 

« One is ſufficient yes, yes quite a ſtore — 

4% I'll have no more — no more, I'Il have no more.“ 


- 


Thus ſpoke the King, like ev'ry king who gives 
'To trifles, luſtre that for ever lives. | | 
Thus ſtinking vapours from the oozy pool, 

Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies full, 

Bright Sor ſublimes, and gives them golden wings, 
The cloud on which /ome ſay, the Chersb ſings. 
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A LYRIC EPISTLE 


TO 


LORD MACARTNEY, 


AMBASSADOR ro rn COURT or CHINA, 


CROWN'D with glory by our glorious King, 
Deck'd in his liv'ry coo, a glorious thing, 
Amid the wonders at SainT James's done; 
At Houſe of BucxinGnam, in Ricumonp bow'rs, 
At Kzw, and laſtly Wixpsor's lofty tow'rs, 
Rich ſcenes at once of Majefty and Fun; 


Forget not thou the Camp on Bacsnor Hearn, 
Where met the grimly regiments of death ; 


Where not the DEv'L their rage ſublime could 
damp— | 
Though Heav'N, as if it meant to mock the matter, 
Pour'd on their powder'd heads huge tubs of water, 
And made the mighty heath a dirty ſwamp. 


Yes, of our Bagſhot wonders tell Krexn LONG 
Delicious ſubjects for the Epic ſong. 


Talk of the valiant troops, all heav'n-deſcended, 
On which the Kings of Britain oft depended, 
When bold REBELLION through the nation ran 
Her venom ſpread, and told a vr hoſt, 
To humble, ſweet Subordination loſt, 
That lo! the mighiieft Monarch was but Man ! 


Such ſoldiers! ſuch rare gen'rals! no poltroons, 
Swell'd ” the gas of courage to balloons; 
Where, though thoſe men like bacon all were ſmoak'd, 
Not one, by God's good — was choak'd. 
| 2 Of 
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Of Ricyumond's mighty chieftain, RicumonD ſpeak 

« Now wet, a riding diſhclout,” ſhalt thou ip 

« Now broiling, whizzing, dropping like a ſteak, 
« So val rous, mid the fun's meridian ray!“ 


Talk to Kitzxn Loxs about His Gr act's eu]; 
What wiſdom, ſweetneſs, love, pervades the whole ! 


But /ozls in common are a dreary waſte, 
By brambles, thiſtles, barb'rous docks diſgrac'd; 
That need the plougſhare, harrow, and the fire 
Some ſouls are caves of filth and ſpectred gloom, 
That want a window and a broom, 
To yield them light, and clear the mire. 


When honours liſt th' unworthy fool on high, © 
On FoxTuNE how with fierce contempt I fcowl! 
She hangs a dirty cloud upon the ſky, 
And with an eagle's pinion imps an owl. 


Yet knaves and fools enjoy their Jucky hours, | 
And ribbons, 'ſtead of ropes, their backs adorn 
Thus crawls the Toap amid the faireſt flow'rs, 
And with the LriLy drinks the dews of morn. 


But royal RicumoxDd honours exaltation— 
The pole-ſtar of our military nation. 

How pleaſant then to ſee a RicumonD riſe! 
Friend of a KING, and fav'rite of the Sk IES! 


Charles*, to ſupport a baſtard and a wh—, 
Impo.}'d a tax on coals, that ſtary'd the poor: 


Thoſe /ans-culottes men made the ſaddeſt din! 
But mark, how often good proceeds from evil! 
This deed of CyarLEs is now a awhite-waſh'd Devil 

Lo, Ricnmonp caſts a luſtre round the fin ! 


By means of this once ſhameful tax on coal, 
He ſniggles mode MERIT from her hole! 


King of England, whoſe Miſtreſs was a French woman, the 


great, great, and illuſtriaus Anceſtor of his preſeat GAC. 4 
| | Where 


is 
Where is the Soldier that is not his friend 
See ADMIRATION to his virtues bend; 

And lo, the ſcar-clad VETERAN adores! 
While GLoxy humbly kneeling to the ſkies, 
With ſupplicating hands and fervent eyes, 

A length of days upon,his head implores. 


Say, that His Grace, ambitious of a name,, 

Is ever angling to catch Martial Fame : 

And ſay too, Fra moſt fortunate the Duke, 
What noble fiſhes hang upon his. hook ; 

Whilſt 2umbler mortals, lab'ring day and night, 
Poor patient creatures, ſeldom feel a Bite. 


Pow'r in the hands of VirxTve is heav'n's dew, 
That foſt*ring feeds the flow'r of happieſt hue— 
Inn Vice's graſp, it withers, wounds, and kills: 
*Tis then the — ſo fatal, form'd to make 
A paſſage for the venom of the nate, 

hat NATuRE's life with diſolution fills. 


Bow down, ye armies, then, and thank your Gop, 
That RicaumonD holds the military rod 

No Janus he, with /elf/b views to fob, 

And touch the Nation's pocket with a job“. 


Yes, let the Emp'ror all about him hear, 

Talk of the bold tranſactions of the Peer; 
And ſay, what probably he cant? believe, 

That lo, the dauntleſs body of His Grace, 

In duels. bor'd, has ſcarcely one found place— 
A honeycomb,, a cullender, a ſieve !: 


Say how that nothing could his courage check; 

Proud of his poſt, and fearleſs of his neck, 
Though only one upon his ſhoulders dear 

Thus VaLour ſmiles at danger, death, and pain, 

And feels an eighteen-pounder through his brain, 
Coolly as /ome a pat upon the ear! 


* Witneſ; the convenient houſe and gardens near Plymonth Dock, 
ſo economically built with the Public Mon y. The annals of honour 
furniſh us not with a ſublimer in ſtaace of ſe!f- denial. 
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$ay, how he gallop'd wild, up hill, down dale: 
Frighten'd each village, turn'd each hovel pale; 


Struck all the birds with terror, ſave the crows, 
Who, ſpying ſuch commotion in the land, 
Concluded ſome great matter was in hand, 

Much blood and carnage midſt contending foes. 


Say, how the world his deeds with wonder ſaw ; 
Say, that the Bagſhot-buſhes bow'd with awe ; 
And fay, his phiz ſuch valour did inſpire, 

That lo, the very ground he trod, caught fire“. 


Say, how went forth to ſee him, half the nation, 

Their mouths well cramm'd with duſt and admira- 
tlon— | 

So ardent ev'ry eye's devouring look, 

To ſeize the galloping, the flying Duke. 


Such eating and ſuch guzzling ev'ry day! 
Nothing to pay! 


All the Duke's friends, great quality and ſmall; 
Our great King GeorGe, and lovely Queen, 
Were entertain'd ſcot-free, I ween— | 

Our generous nation doon!'d to pay it all. 


And yet, when ParLiamenT beholds the bill, 
I think that Parliament, with much ill will, 
May growl, and ſwear it was an idle thing, 
This game of ſoldiers, ſuch a ch114i/h play — 
But let me anſwer PaxLIiamenT, and fay, 
It was not childiſb, FOR IT PLEAS'D THE KING— 


It made Tou Payne, the bull-dog, hold his tongue 
Arm'd with ſuch lion-paws, and teeth fo long ! | 


| 
| 


Say, that the ſun-like Duke ſhone forth ſo bright, 
That Puxcn ne'er triumph'd in a ſiercer fight. 


* This 15 a literal fact. 
3 Say, 
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Say, how he fir'd the Foun/low mills of powder; 
Say, how the ſympathiling grain, with ſound, 
Frighten'd the tiles from all the roofs around, 

Defying the bold THUNDER to roar louder ! 


Say, that immortal C=sar * trod the place 
Now fiercely gallop'd over by His Grace. 


Say, that the Gops beheld him from on high— 
That to the Lord of battlesF, with a figh, _ 
Thus ſpoke the Monarch of the clouds“ Son 
MARS, 
&« Had Troy poſſeſs'd a hero like the Duke, 
& With uch a ſoul, and ſuch a fighting look, 
« Our City had been fate amidſt her wars, 


& Go quickly, pull thy hat off to the Duxx, 
« And beg a leſſon from the Hero's beok.” 


Lord! as the Duke, where powder only flam'd, 
Was ſo inſpir'd, ſo val'rous, and fo hot; 

How had this Duke the ſons of battle ſnam'd, 3 
Mid ſcents of thunder, where they charg'd with 


ſhot ! 


Say too (and verily it was no joke) 

Although ſo lofty on their cloud-capp'd tow?rs, 
Such were the volumes of aſcending ſmoke, 

Smutty as blackſmiths look*d the heav'nly Pow'xs; 
And that the Man of frawj (a thought how bright!) 
Flew up, and put their Gopsa1Ps in a fright! | 


Tell him, which probably may cauſe a ſmile, 
That, at the diſtance of a mile, 


* JuL1vs CxsAR was moſt certainly at Bac snor. 

+ Maxs. 

1 It is reforred, that a coloſſal figure, Ruffed with ftraw, was 
blown out of t e bill, to give their Maj flics an adequate idea of the 
aſcent of ten thouſand men or ſo, a frequen event at grand fieges. 
It is moreover reported, that this ſt . fed figure obtained a large por- 
tion of royal approbation. Indeed 1 am ſtrongly iaclined to believe 
the Rory—It was quite a new idea. ; 
| His 
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His Grace, a ſkull that powder wants, can note; 
(Which, when it happens, let that ſkull beware) 
See too a club with one diſorder'd hair, 

And mark one ſpot of greaſe upon a coat. 


Thus war was Gothic, ſlovenly unchaſte, 
Till RicymonDd uſher'd in the morn of taſte; 


Say too, that, for the honour of the nation, 

We hope to fee a book or. reputation, | 
Proving that public vice ſhould bring no. ſhame “*; 
That private only damns a noble name. 


Thus the poor NymwPn, too eaſy to contend, 

Who bluſhing fins in ſecret with a friend, - 
Shall be a viler huſſey than the woman 

Who hangs her lips like cherries out for ſale, 

And ſhews her boſom's lilies to regale 
Each grazing beaſt that offers quite a Common, 


« Why ſhould I ſay all this unto the King?“ 
Thou cryeſt, O Mac N EY. Good may ſpring : 
It may-unto thine embaſly give weight, 

By putting great KI EN Loxs into a fright. 


© Who knows, KIEN Loxe may whine with rue- 
ful face, 
« But all the rank and file are like H s Grzact— 
« Then ſhall I ſhake upon my ſapphire throne : 
« For troops l. ke RicymonD, that on valour feaſt, 
% May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Eaſt. 
« And leave my palace neither ſtick nor ſtone ; 


% Like roa ring lions ruſh to eat me up 


« In Britain breaktaſt, and in China ſup.“ 


*The Reader is deſired to aſk Lord LAUDERDALE concerning: 
thls matter, 


To 
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To THE SHIP. 


THOU, ſo nicely painted; and ſo trim, a 
O Succeſs attend our Welz delightful whim; 
And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board; 
With coaches juſt like gingerbread, ſo fine, 
Amid the Aſiatic world to ſhine, 
And greet of CHINA the Imperial Lord. 


Methinks I view thee tow'ring at CanTon ; 
I hear each wide-mouth'd ſalutation gun; 
I ſee thy ſtreamers wanton in the gale; 
I ſee the fallow natives crowd the ſhore, 
I ſee them tremble at thy royal roar; 
I ſee the very MAN DAAINES turn pale. 


Pagodas of Nang-yang, and Cou-chin-chou, 
So lofty, to our trav'ling Britons bow; 

Bow, mountains ſky-eawrapp'd of Chin- c  hung+ 

chan; >| 

Floods of Ming-ho, your thund'ring voices raiſez © + 
Cuckoos of Ming-fou-you, exalt their praiſe, 
: With geeſe of Sou-chen-che, and Tang-ting-tan. 
f 8 | 
| O monkeys of Tou-fou, pray line the road, | 
Hang by your tails, and all the branches load; | | 
Then grin applauſe upon the gaudy throng, 
And drop them honours as they pals along. 


Frogs of Fou- ſi, O croak from pools of green 
Winnow, ye butterflies, around the ſcene; 

Sing O be joyful, ev*ry village pig; 
| Goats, ſheep, and oxen, through your paſture prance; 
F-7 Ye buffaloes and dromedaries, dance: 
| And elephants, pray join th' unwieldy jig. 


J mark, I mark, along the duſty road, 


The glitt'ring coaches with their happy load, Fr 
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All proudly rolling to Pex1n's fair town; 
And lo, arriv'd, I ſee the Emp'ror ſtare, 


Deep marv'ling at a fight ſo xery rare; 
And now, ye Gods; I ſee the Eur'ROR frown. 


And now I hear the lofty Emp'ror ſay, 
% Good folks, what is it that you want, I pray?“ 
And now I hear aloud MAcARTNEV cry, 
bs wa > CovurrT, inform'd that you were 
ric 
« Sublimely feeling a ſtrong money-itch, 
% Acroſs the eaſtern ocean bade me fly; 


« With tin, and blankets, O great King, to barter, 
« And gimcracks rare for China-Man and Tartar. _ 


But preſents, preſents are the things we mean: 
«© Some pretty diamonds to our gracious QUE: N, 
«Big as one's fiſt or ſo, or ſomewhat bigger 

« Would cut upon her petticoat a figure— 

%% A petticoat of whom each poet fings, 

% That beams on birth- days for the Beſt of Kings. 


«© Yes, preſents are the things we chiefly wiſh— 

+ Theſe give not half the toil we find in trade.” — 
On which th' aſtoniſh'd Emp'ror cries, «+ Odsfiſh ! 

„ Preſents !—preſent the rogues th* Baſtinade.” — 


Stern REsoLUTION's eye, that flaſh'd with fate, 
At danger cow'ring, wears a wither'd look; 
Palſy*d his ſine wy arm, where vengeance fate, 
Whoſe graſp the rugged oak of ages ſhook— 
His blood, ſo hot, grown ſuddenly ſo chill; 
Sunk from a torrent to the creeping rill. 


In ſhort, behold with dread MacARxTNEV ſtare; 
Behold him ſeiz'd, his ſeat of honour bare ; 

The bamboo ſounds—alas! no voice of Fame: 
Stripp'd, fchoolboy-like, and now I ſee his Train, 
I fee their lily bottoms writhe with pain, 

And, like his Loxpsaiy's, bluih with blood and 


e. 
Ah! 


i 0-1 


Ah! what avails the coat of ſcarlet dye, 

And collar blue, around their pretty necks ? 
Ah! what the epaulettes, that roaſt the eye, 

And loyal buttons blazing with George Rex ? 
Heav'ns! If KIEN Lons reſolves upon their ſtripping, 
Theſe are no taliſmans to ward a whipplig, 


Now with a mock ſolemnity of face, 
I ſee the mighty E' x OR gravely place 
Fools-caps on all the poor degraded men 
And now I hear the ſolemn Emyr*zox ſay, 
„ *'Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay; 
% Now, children, ye may all go home agen.“ 


O beauteous veſſel, - ſhould this prove the caſe, 
How in old England wilt thou ſhow thy face ? 
1 ſear thy viſage will be wond*rous long. 
Know, it may happen— Miniſters and Kings, 
Like common folk, are fallible—poor things 
Too often ſanguine, and as often wrong. 


Yet, if ſucceſsful, thou wilt be ador'd— * 

Lo, like a Cheſhire cat our Cover will grin! 
How glad to find as many gems on board, 

As will not leave thee room to ſtick a pin! 
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FALLING MINISTER. 
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Hunc tu Romane caveto 


—_—_—-__ 
—̃—y— — 


Hic niger eſt 


— 


LIND to an artful Boy*s inſidious wiles, 
Why reſts the Genius of the Queen or IsLEs? 

hilſt LI BERT in irons ſounds th? alarm, 
Why hangs ſuſpence on VI TVE's coward arm ?—— 
Whilſt TYRANNY prepares her jails and thongs, 
Why ſleeps the ſword of Jus rIck o'er our wrongs ?—= 
Oh !meanly founding on a Father's fame, 
To Britain's higheſt ſeat a daring claim; 
Oh! if thy race one bluſh could ever boaſt, 
And that a. ſign of Virtue be not loſt; 
Now on thy viſage let the ſtranger burn, 
And glow for deeds that bid an Empire mourn, 


Drawn from a Garret by the Royar Sire, 
Warm'd like the viper by his friendly fire, 

What hath thy gratitude /ub/:mely done? 
Fix'd, like the ſnake, thy fang upon the Son 


Ves thou moſt gen'rous Youth, thy hoſtile art 

Hath lodg'd a pois' nous ſhaft in BRITAIxN's Heart! 

Thy arm hath dragg'd the column to the ground, 

"The ſacred wonder of the realms around! 

To make ſnug, comfortable habitations 

For thee and all thy pitiful relations. 

Barbarian-like—how like thoſe ſons of ſpoil, | 

Whoſe impious hands on hallow'd ſtructures wo 
c 
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Baſe throng, that through Parv a's Temple digs, 
To form a lodging for themſelves and pigs! 


Oh! if Ambition prompts thy ſoaring ſoul 

To live the theme of future times with R-LLE ; | 
Thrice happy Youth, like ig ſhall ſhine thy name, 
Who gave th* Epheſian wonder to the flame! | 


Sick at the name of R, (to thee though dear) 
The name abhorr'd by Honovx's ſhrinking ear, 
I draw reluctant from thy venal throng, 

And give it mention, though it blaſts my ſong. 


How cou'dſt thou bid that R-LLE, deſpis'd by all, 
On helpleſs beauty like a maſtiff fall: 

Then meanly to correct the brute pretend, 

And claim the merit of the * FAIR One's Friend? 
Art thou the YovTr on whom the Virtues ſmile?” 
The boaſted Saviour of our ſinking Ile? 

O'er ſuch, Ozr1v1on, be thy wing diſplay'd! 

Oh! waft them from the gibbet to thy ſhade! 


Yet what expect from thee, whoſe icy breaſt, 

A ſtranger to their charm, the Loves deteſt. 
Thee, or whoſe heart their faſcinating pow'r 
Ne'er knew the triumph of one foft*ned hour? 

To give thy flinty ſoul the tender figh, 

Vain 1s the radiance of the brighteſt eye! 

In vain for thee of beauty blooms the roſe: 

In vain the ſwelling boſom ſpreads its ſuows —— 

A 7Foſeph thou, againſt the ſex to ſtrive—— 
Dead to thoſe charms that keep the world alive! 


In vain thy malice pours its frothy tide 
In vain the virtues of thy PRINCE to hide 
Thou and thy Imps, to dim his rifing ray, 
Urge clouds on clouds to thwart the golden day! 
Mad toil !—I ſee his Ozs ſuperior paſs, 

That ſmiles triumphant on the fable maſs. 


* A moſt wanton and illiberal attacak made by this man on 
Mrs. F- -h- -- t in the Houſe of Commons, exceeds all precedent. 
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O ----! a Siſter Kingdom damns thy deeds, 

And pities hapleſs Britain as ſhe bleeds. 
Hin ER NIA ſcorns each meanly treach'rous art 
Hatch'd by the baſe rb n of thy heart, 

That crawls an aſpic bloated black with fate, 

To pour a dire contagion through the ſtate. 

She, with an honeſt voice, her PRINCE approves, 
And nobly truſts the virtues that ſhe loves ; 
Deteſts a hangman's unremitting toil 

To break upon the wheel a happy Iſle; 

Who yet to puſh the guilt and folly further, 
Suborns Addreſſes to applaud the murther! 
Who but muſt laugh to ſce thy boaſted friends 
On whoſe poor rotten trunks thy all depends! 
See BuTe's mean Paraſite, thy ſpaniel, creep, 
Whoſe Argus' eyes of av'rice never ſleep; 

A cloſe State leech, who, iticking to the nation, 
As adders deaf to Honour's execration, | 
Sucks from its throat the blood by night, by day, 
Nor till the State expires will drop away. 


Yet ſee another FEN D, with ſcowling eye, 

Who draws from Nature's ſoul her deepeſt ſigh; 
Aſham'd her hand ſhould uſher into light 

What Fate ſhould whelm with everlaſting night ! | 


Loft by his arts, behold the beauteous Maip*, 
Whom IN NockxcE herſelf could ne'er upbraid, 
Sunk a pale victim to the gaping tomb, 

Whilſt all but Ye with grief ſurvey'd her doom; 
Whoſe heart diſdain'd to feel—-whoſe eye ſevere, 
Compaſſion never melted with a tear! 


Yet leſt in filence to himſelf alone, 
Aghaſt he heavcs the conſcience-woundeJ groan! 
At ev'ry ſound how horror heaves the figh! 

How dangers thicken on his ſtraining eye! 

He ſees her Phantom, form'd by treach'rous Love, 
Droop in the grot, and pine amid the grove; 


*The melancholy circumſtance alluded to here, the family of 
Dr. Lynch, of Canterbury, can beſt explain. | 
1 | He 
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He marks her mien of woe, her cheek fo pale, 
And trembles at her ſhrieks that pierce the gale! 
At night's deep noon what fears his ſoul invade! 
How wild he ſtarts amidſt the ſpecter'd fhade! 
And dreading ev'ry hopeleſs hour the laſt, 
He hears the call of Dar A in ev'ry blaſt: 
Such are thy Colleagues*, O thou patriot Boy! 
Whoſe head> and hearts thy virtues dare employ ; 
Who, crouching at thy heels, like bloodhounds wait 
To foſten on the vitals of the State! 
Such are the mifcreants who would rule the realm! 
Such the black pirates that would ſeize the helm! 


Had not I known thee, ----, the Muſe had ſworn, 
That, bleſt to ſee the State to atoms torn, 

Hell with her hoſt had drawn each damned plan, 
And for the murder nurs'd thy dark Divan. 
Speak—Hath thy heart with mad ambition fir d, 
Like CRomwEeLL's, hot for pow'r, to thrones aſpir'd ? 
Then may that young, old trait'rous bofom feel 

The rapid vengeance of ſome virtuous ſteel ; 

Or what, to boſoms not quite flint, is worſe, _ 

May Heav'n with hoary age a Rebel curſe 
From ſweet ſociety behold him torn, 0 
Condemn'd, like Cain, to walk tie world forlorn. 


Thus rous'd to anger for my Country's wrong, 

The Mule for vengeance panting pour'd her /n g 
But, ah! in vain I wiſh'd the bleſſing mine, 

To plant a ſcorpion's ſting in ev'ry line. 


Now Prudence gently pull'd the Poet's ear, 

And thus the Daughter of the BLUE ty'd Marp*, 
In Flatt'ry's ſoothing ſounds, divinely ſaid, 
«© OPETER? eldeſt born of PhotBus, hear 


* We muſt not forget, however, Meſſieurs their Graces of R. and 
G., Harry D., cum plurimis aliis, though they have not the i.onour 
of being mentioned in our poetical calendar. 


1 Minerva. 
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&« Whoſe verſe could raviſh Kings, relax the claw 
% Of that gaunt, hungry ſavage chriſt'ned Law——— 
Indeed thou wanteſt worldly wiſdom, PETER, 
« To mix a little oft*ner with thy metre | 
« Lo! if thine eye Dame Foxtuxe's fmile purſues, 
+ To olly adulation prompt the Musk. 


Give for the future all thy rhymes to praiſe; 
Strike to the glorious Pirr thy ſounding lyre — 
Sands. on may then be crown'd with WaRToN 


Wa 


* | ay 8 a 
« And mutton twirl with ſpirit at the fire,” 


« PxUDbENCE,” quoth I, “ indeed —indeed I can't— 
« Don't aſk me to turn rogue and ſycophant !” 
Now with a ſmile; firſt couſin to a grin, 
Dame PxuDeNnce anſwer'd, bridling up her chin 
« Sweet, harmleſs, pretty, conſcientious Pigeon 
« Ah! PETER, well Iween thou art not rich—— 
« Know that thou'lt die like beggars in a ditch—— 
« Know, too, that Hunger is of no religion. 


« Sit down and make a Horace imitation, 
« Like Pop, and let the ſtanza glow 
« With praiſe of Meſfeurs Pirr* and Co., 
% The preſent worthy Rulers of the Nation.” 


With purs' d- up, puritanic mouth ſo prim, 

Thus ſpoke DAukx PrvDENncs to the Barn of Whim; 
Who, with pdliteneſs ſeldom running o'er, 

For inſpiration ſcratch'd his tuneful ſconce, 

To pleaſe Dau OracLE, for once 
A Dans, ſome fav, he never ſaw before. 


* He was bred up a whig, 
But with Nabobs to thrive, Sir, 
Who have votes in the houſe, 
About two out of five, Sir, 
He gave up the people, 
And vow d, to his ſcandal, 
They ſhould ſeck for their bread 
Without Cay-light or candle! C. M. 
IMITA- 
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IMITATION OF HORACE, 
(ODE XII. BOOK TI.) 


Oz Meſſicurs PIT T and CO. 


USE, having dropp'd Sir JostPn and the King, 
What ſort of gentry ſhall we deign to fing,? 

What high and mighty name that all adore ? 
What miniſterial wight that bribes each CI 
Wolf-like to howl for homage to Kine Prrr, 

And ſet each ſmoky alehouſe in a roar ; 
That ſends to counties, borough-towns, his crimps, 
Mlias his vote-ſeducing pimps, 

To bribe the mob with brandy, beer, and ſong, 
To put their greaſy fiſts to Court Addreſſes, 
Full of profeſſions kind, and ſweet careſſes, 


And with a fiddle lead the logs along, 


Shall DoznrorD®, king of wine, and mum, and 
pen 5 | 

Be crown'd with lyric bays, with Maſter MRRR YT; 

Two ſages who, in diiFrent places born, | 

Crick Lane and BTAck- Bow ALLE did adorn ? 


Or, Muſe, ſuppoſe we fing King Pirr himſelf, 
The greateſt man on earth—a cunning elf, 
Who driveth, Jenvu-like, the Cnurca and STATE ; 
And, next to Royal PirT, we'll ſing the Dame, 
Of open, gen'rous, charitable fame, 
Lamenting ſad a Moxnarcn's hapleſs fate; 
Who, though transfix'd by Sorrow's dart fo cruel, 
So prudent, numbers each Bank note and jewel! 


% 


Famous for ſticking his counting-houſe full of texts of Scrip- 
ture, and lately advertitiag for a Porter who feared God and could 
Curry 500 weight! 

+ An oratorical Stationer of Guildhall memory, 
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Nor ſhall we by old Bacchus Weymourn paſs, 
A jolly fe!low o'er his glaſs | 
Nor, SwELLENBERG, ſhalt thou a ſhrimp appear, 
Whoſe palate loves a dainty diſh, 
Whoſe teeth in combat ſhine with fleſh and fiſh, 
Whoſe Strelitz ſtomach holds a butt of beer; 
Who ſoon ſhalt keep a faleſhop for good places, 
For which ſo oft the people ſquabble, 


From gaping Coblers to their gaping Graces, 
And thus provide for great and little rabble. 


Tl fing how calmly C- N“ takes the bit, 

And trots ſo mildly under MasrER PITT ; | 
And Tn----w, too, whom none but PrTT could 

tame, 

Who, bleſt with Maſter BILL 's fineſt ſaddle, 

No longer makes our brains with neighing addle—— 
No longer now jos's war horſe ſnorting flame; 

But that flow Brute whom few or none revere, 

Fam'd for his fine baſe voice and length of ear; 


Yet now ſo gentle, you may ſmooth his noſe —— 
Poor CH--C-LEOR* will make no riot 

Calm in his ſtall his aged limbs repoſe, | 
And.pleas'd he cats his oat and hay in quiet! 

This Pair, ſo tame, amid the courtier throng, 

Shall drag their Maſter William's coach along, 
And raiſe the wonder of the million! 

duſt like two bull-dogs in a country town, 

That gallop in their harneſs up and down, 
With MoxsizUR MonxEvY for poſtillion. 


We'll ſing the Brothers of our loving Queen, 
Fine hungry, hearty youths as e'er were ſeen; 
Who, if once try'd, would ſhine, I make no doubt 
And chiefly he who merits high rewards, 
Who, wrigling to the Hanoverian guards, 

Kept the poor PRINCE of BrRUNnswiek out, 


* Learned derivation for money, a term well known upon Saf- 
fron-hill. P. 
1 The name of the horſe. 
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Although ſo brave a Prince, and ſpilt his blood 
So freely for the King of England's* good. 


We'll fing, too, Maſter R-LLE, who, fond of fame, 
High-daring, from the land of dumplings came, 

To bear the Min1sTER—to be his als —— 
Like Conj'ror BALAAu's reas'ning brute, 


That carry'd PALaam, BALAX to ſalute, 
And curfe the Iſraelites, alas! 


And lo! as did the Lord | 
Who op'd the mouth of BaLaam's beaſt; 

So hath our Lord, Squire Pirr, upon my word, 
Op'd Masrex R-LLE's, to give the houſe a feaſt? 


Yet, hang it! DEv'xsH RE is by AR AN, beat. 
A circumſtance that wrings the Poet's ſoul | 

For BaLaam's Jackaſs made a ſpeech quite neat, 
Which never yet was done by Pirr's poor R 


Or ſhall I ſing old Cox N wWATLTL's death, 
Or fierce Sir BurTrAeR, who reſign'd his breath 
With Brother CoxxnwaLL in the ſelf- ſame j ear 
A downright bear! 
Who bade a Moxarc, like a boy at ſchool, 
Not ſpend his money like a f--- ? 


We too might fing the King of Swine, 
Sir Josern ! peerleſs in the fat'ning line. 


We too may BrvDeNnELL fing, who, ſome time ſince, 
Admir'd and lov'd, ador'd and prais'd his PRINCE; 
Follow'd him, ſpaniel like, about; 
Swore himſelf black, poor fellow, in the face, 
That he would ten times rather loſe his place 
Than leave him Thus taid he with phiz devout: 


* This is ſcarcely credible, bu: it is neverth-leſs true The 
Prince of Brudfwick's Genius was forced to y eld to the ſuperior 
one of the Queen's Brother! : 

+ Bala-m's Country Seat. X 

1 Sir ]|—h Maubey the diſtiller, who acquires annually more 
than ccoo added to the longeſt taile: 9 which a {c100l-boy can 
make, and that by what is in abomination to the Jews, 8. 5 

ut 
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But when it came to paſs His HroHN ESS try'd him, 
This falſe ArosTLE, PETER like, deny'd him! 


We'll ſing Lon p GarLow av, a man of note, 
Who turn'd his Taylor, much enrag'd, away, 
Becauſe he.ſtitch*d a ſtar upon his coat 
So ſmall, it ſcarcely threw a ray 
Whereas he u iſn'd a planet huge to flame, 
To put the moon's full orb to ſhame 
He wanted one ſo large, with rays ſo thick, 
As to eclipſe the ſtar of Sir Joan Dick ! 
Sir Jogx, who got his ſtar, ſo bright and ſtout, 
For making ſuper-excellent aur crow*, 


Or, Muſe ſuppoſe we fing the Se--kKer's wig, 

In which, *tis ſaid, a world of wiſdom lies; 
Which to a headpiece, ſcarcely worth a fig, 

Importance gives, that greatly doth ſurpriſe, 
When through the chaos of the houſe he bawls . 
For Ox DER that oft flies St. Stephen's walls; 
Driv'n by a hoſt of ſcrapes, and hawks, and hums, 
And blowing noſes, that diſtract her drums. 


For, Muſe, we can't well ſing poor GR- -LLE's head, 
Becauſe it wanteth eyes imperfect creature 
Again its lining hap'neth to be lead | 
SBauch are the whimſicalities of Mature: 
And thus this ſpeaking headpiece is, no doubt, 
As dark within as certes tis without , | 


Vet was this Youth proclaim'd a pretty ſprig, 

A very promiſing, a thriving twig, 

That by his parents dear was ſaid would be, 

In time, a very comely tree, 

And what tho#. parents dear would alfo ſuit, 
Produce enormous quantities of fruit, | 

By God's good grace, and much good looking after 
A thought that now convulſeth us with laughter! 


'* T!l:is honour of the ſtar was really conferred on him by the 
EMexess re Russ1a for furniſhing the Ru an fleet, in the Me- 
diterranean, with the above cabbage manufacture, to ſharpen their 
courage for a maliacre of the poor I urks. X. Y. 2 22 
170 Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe we chaunt old WILL Is and his whip, 
At which the human hide revolts ; | 
Who bids, like graſshoppers, his pupils ſkip, 
And breaks mad gentlemen like colts ; 
Or trains them, like a pointer, to his hand 
And ſuch the mighty Conjuror's command, 
He, by the magic of ſticks, ropes, and eyes, 
Commands wild Folly to be tame and wiſe. 


o we throw away a verſe or two 


pon the BEDcHAMBER's* moſt idle Ius — 


Thoſe Lords of gingerbread—a gaudy crew, 
Sticking together juſt like ſocial ſhrimps ; 

Regardleſs who the State Coach drives, 

So they may lead good merry, lazy lives; 

Pleas'd e'en from devils to receive their pay, 


So thy, like moths, may flutter life away! 


Pirr ſhall the Houſe of Commons rule, 

And eke of poor INcurABLEs* the ſchool; 

And pour on ſuch the vengeance of his ſpleen 
As meanly think of HasTtinGs and the ! 

On di'monds PitT and Co. ſhall largely feaſt, 
Knock down the Nabobs, and exhauſt the Eaſt ? 


O Lapy! whoſe great wiſdom thinketh fit 

To ſpread thy petticoat o'er WILLIAM Pitt ! 
This WILLIAM Pirr and Thou, without a joke, 
Will turn out moſt extraordinary folk ! 


Pirr and the PeTTIcoar ſhall rule together, 
Each with the other vaſtly taken; 

Make, when they chuſe, or fair or filthy weather, 
And cut up kingdoms juſt like bacon ! 


* 


* So idle indeed that they moſt ſeverely dread Tommy Paine 


ard alluis reforming diſciples, T. 


+ Impudence wirhout example, to compare B- d- m to ſo auguſt 


an aſſembly. 8. 


THUS. 
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THUS having finiſh'd, PxvneNnce, with a ſtare, 
Exclaim'd, Rank irony thou wicked Poet.“ — 
Quoth I, . My little Preſpyterian Fair, 

& I know it.“ —— 
« Ah?!” quoth the Dame again, with lifted eyes, 
„When will this ſtupid world be wiſe ?”? 


% Ah! had the Prince: his proper int'reſt felt, 
« And like Buceryarvs, the famous, knelt 
« To take PiTT ALEXANDER on his back, 
« He might have ambled prettily along, 
And very rarely felt his Rider's thong 
« Juſt now and then a gentle ſmack, 
% T' inform his Royal colt what Being rode him, 
% And with ſuch dignity beſtrode him. 


% Yes—had His HicuNness but vouchſaf'd to foop, 
&« With heav'n-born PiTT he might have eat his ſoup, 
% Joy'd in the full poſſeſſion of his wiſhes, | 

% And with his ſervant ſhar'd the loaves and fiſhes!'” 


- 


Y ; ” 


ODE XII. Lib. I. Ad AUGUSTUM. 


MEM wvirum ant heroa lyra wel acri 
Tibia fumes celebrare, Clio? 
Quem deum ? cujus recinet jocoſa 
Nomen imago, 


Aut in nmbroſis Heliconts oris, 

Aut ſuper Pindo, gelidove in Heme ® 

Unde wocalem temere inſeguutæ 
Orphea fylve, 


Arte materna rapidos morantem 
Fluminum lagſus, celereſque ventos, 
Blandum & auritas fidibus canoris 


Ducere quercus. 


Aid 


TE g 
Druid prius dicam ſolitis Parentis 
Laudibus? qui res hominum ac deorum, 
Qui mare & terras, variiſque mundum 
T emperat horis ? 


Unde nil majus generatur ipſo, | 
Nec wiget quidquam ſimile aut ſecundum + 
Proximos illi tamen occupadit 


Pallas honores. 


Prelius audax neque te filebo 
Liber, & ſcevis inimica wirgo 
Belluis : nec te metuende certa, 


Phebe, ſagitta. 


Dicam & Alceiden; pueroſque Ledæ, 

Hunc equis, illum ſuperare pugnis 

Nodilem: quorum fimul alba nautis 
Stella refulfit, 

 Deftuit ſaxis agitatus humor: 

Concidunt venti, fugiuntque nubes : 

Et minax, quod fic voluere, ponto 
Unda recumbit. 


Romulum poſt hes prius, an quietum 

Pompili regnum memorem, an ſuperbos 

Tarquini faſces, dubito, an Catonis 
Nobile lethum. 


Regulum, & Scaures, animeque magna 

Prodigum Paulum, ſuperante Pæno, 

Gratus inſigni referam Camæna, 
Fabriciumque. 


Hunc, & incomtis Curium capillis, 
Utilem bello tulit, & Camillum 
Sœva paupertas, & avitus apto 
Cum lare fundus, | 


Creſcit ecculto welut arbor evo. 
Fama Marcell; ; micat inter omues 


Julium 
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Julium fidus, velut inter ig nes 
Luna minores, 


Gentis humane pater atque cuſtos, 
Orte Saturno; tibi cura magni 
Ce/aris fatis data: tu ſecundo 


Ceſare regnes. 


Ille ſeu Parthos Latio imminentes 
Egerit juſto domitos triumpho, 
Sive ſubjectos Orientis oris 

Seras & Indos: 


Te minor latum reget equns orbem 2 

Tu gravi curru quaties Olympum, 

Tu perum caſtis inimica mittes 
Fulmina lucis. 


PETER's PROPHECY; 
OR, 
THE PRESIDENT AND POET. 


” Rank is a farce—if people fools will be, 
A ſcavenger and K--g's the ſame to me. 


HE Bax D who, fill'd with Friendſhip's pureſt fire, 
Tun'd to a mighty King the moral lyre; 

With all the magic of the Muſe's art, 

Smil'd at his foibles and enlarg'd* his heart 


* Here the Lyz1c Bax hath cauſe of triumph—by means of a 
few hints, the cloſe fiſt of Royal Economy hath been a little un- 
clenched. By God's grace, and the Poet's good hea'rh, greater 
things are likely to be accomplisſhed; ſuch is the power of ſong / 

Ungrateful 
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Ungrateful Prince! like moſt of modern times, 
Who never thank'd the Poet for his rhymes: 
The Bard with wiſdom's voice ſublimely ſtrong, 
Who ſcar'd the maids of honour with his ſong, 
Turn'd courtiers pale, and turn'd to filent wonder 
Ambaſſadors, at TxuTa's deep tone of thunder; 
Who in Heir country, (ſuch a timid thing!) 
Was never known to wh/per to a king: 
The BAR D who dar'd undaunted thus to tow'r, 
And boldly oracles to princes pour, 
Stoops from the zenith of his eagle flight 
To give inſtruction to a fmple Knight. 


To Cxsar, who th' advice with ſcorn repaid, 
& Beware the [des of March,” a Conj'ror ſaid. 
More rev'renc'd let a greater Conj'ror ſay, 
„Beware, Sir Joszea BAxks, St. Andrew's Day. 
Near is the gloomy month, and gloomy hour, 
When of your plumage ſtripp'd, and fav'rite pow'r, 
You quit that mace and pompous chair of ſtate, 
And ceaſe Lord Paramount of Moth debate, 
That awe-inſpiring hammer'd fiſt to rear, 
Like ſcepter'd Jove, and Say is the AuerroxzER! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Well! what's Nowvember's* gloomy month or hour? 
The day which raviſhes, reſtores my pow'r. 


PETER. 


Perchance Ambition may be doom'd to mourn ! 
Perchance your honours may no more return ! 
Think what a hoſt of enemies you make ! 

What feeling mind would be a Bull at ſtake ? 
Pinch'd by this mongrel, by that maſtiff torn ; 
Who'd make a feaſt to treat the public ſcorn ? _ 
Who'd be a BEAR that graſps his club with pride 
With which his Dancing Mafter drubs his hide? 
None, dear Sir Joszen, but the arrant'ſt fool 
Turns butt to catch the ſhafts of ridicule. 


On the thirtieth of Noycmber the Preũdeat is annually elected. 
Vor. „ . H SIR 
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SIR JOSEPH. 
Your meaning, friend, I eaſily divine! 


| PETER. 
Yes, quit for life the chair——refign, reſign. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


No! with contempt the grinning world I ſee, 
And always laugh at %%% who laugh at me. 


PETER. 


To ſteal a point then, may I never thrive | 
But you muſt be the merrięſi man alive. F 


SIR JOSEPH. 
but, my friend, 'twould be a black No- 


vember, 
To loſe the chain „and ſneak a vulgar member; | 
pit on a bench mumchance without my' hat*, 


Good ! 


Zunk from a Lion to a tame Tom Cat: 


Juſt like a Schoolboy trembling o'er his book, 
Afraid to move, or ſpeak, or think, or look, 
When Mr. Preſident, with maſtiff air, 


Vouchſafes to grumble . Silence” from the chair. 


EE T. E. 


All this is mortifying to be ſure, 
And more than fleſh and blood can well endure! ' 
Then to your turnip fields in peace retire : 


Return like CIx IN N Arus, country ſquire : 


Go with your wiſdom, and amaze the Boors 

With appletree, and ſhrub, and flow'r amours; 

And tell them all, with wide mouth d wonder big, 
How gnats+ can make a cuckold of a fig. 

Form fly clubs, ſhell clubs, weed clubs, if you pleaſe 


And proudly reign the PRESI1 Nr of 2be/e ; 


* The Piefident always wears his hat. 
+ Sce the Natural Hiſtory of the Fig, by Van Stroom. * 
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E. 


Go, and with periwinkle wiſdom charm; 

With loves of lobſters, oyſters, crabs, alarm ; 

And tell them how like ors, the females woo'd, 

By kiſſing, people all the realms of mud: 

Thus, tho' proud Lowpox dares refuſe you fame, 
The Towns of LI NcoLxNSsHIRE ſhall raiſe your name, 
Knock down the bear, and bull, am calt, and king, 


And bid Sir Josz ya on their ſigupoſts ſwing. 
SIR LOSES 


No! ſince I've fairly mounted Fortune's maſt, 
Till Fate ſhall chop my hands off, 1'!] hold faſt, 


1 
And yet, Sir Joſeph, fame reports you ſtole 
To Fortune's topmaſt through the ler- Hole. 
Think of the men, whom Science ſo reveres ! 
HoxsLEyY, and WILSsox, MASKELYNE, MaskREs, 
LanDen, and Hornszy, ATwoop, GLEN IE, Hut» 
TON, 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Blockheads! for whom I do not care a button! 
Fools, who to mathematics would confine us, 
And other all our ears with plus and minus. 


PEE ER, 


No more they ſearch the philoſophic mine, 

To bid the journals with their labours ſhine, 

And yield a glorious ſplendor to the page, 

Such as when NEwToN, HALLEY grac'd the age! 
Retir'd, thoſe members now behold with fighs 

The dome, like Egypt, ſwarm with frogs and flies; 
And you, the PHaraon too without remorſe, 

The ſtubborn parent of the reptile curſe; 

See Wiſdom yield to Folly's rude control ; 

Jove's eagle murder'd by a mouſing owl +. 


* A part of the ſhip well-known to ſ:amen, juſt above the fut - 
toekk ſnroude. 
+ Vice Shakſpeare, 


H 2 SIR 


11 
SIR JOSEPH. 
Poh ! poh! my friend, I've ſtargazers enough; 


I now look round for diff'rent kind of ſtuff ; 


Beſides untitled members are mere ſwine 

I wiſh for princes on my liſt to ſhine; 

I'll have a company of ſtars and ſtrings; 

I'll have a proud Aciety of tings! 

I' have no miſerable ſqueal tomtit, 

Whilſt Fortune offers pheaſants to my ſpit ! 

For me, the Dev*l may take a nameleſs fry— 

No ſprats, no ſprats, whilſt whales can feaſt my eye. 


PETER. 


Thus on a ſtall, amidſt a country fair, 

Old Women ſhow of gingerbread their ware ! 
King Davip and Queen BETasHERaA behold, 
Strut from their dough majeſtic, grac'd with gold ! 
King SoLoMON fo great in all his glory, 

The Queen of SnEBA too, renown'd in ſtory |! 
The Grannies theſe diſplay with-doting eyes; 
Delighted ſee them all the Louts ſurpriſe; 

Whilſt no poor bak*d Plebeian, great or ſmall, 
Dares ſhow his ſneaking noſe upon the ſtall! 


Sir Joſeph, do not fancy, that by fate 
Great wiſdom goes with titles and eſtate ! 
I grant that pride and inſolence appear 
Where purblind Fo ruNE thouſands gives a year. 
Too many of Fortune's inſecte have I ſeen, 
Proud of ſome little name, with ſcornful mien, 


High o'er the head of modeſt Genius riſe, 


Pert, foppiſh, whiffling, flutt'ring butterflies! 
Weak imps! on whom, their planets all ſo kind, 
In pity to their poverty of mind, 

Around them treaſure bountifully ſhed, 
Convinc'd the fools would want a bit of bread. 


$0 JOSEPH 
Since truth muſt out, then know, my biting friend,” 


Philoſophers my ſoul with horror rend; — 
Whene'er 


CM] 
Whene'er their mouths are open'd, I am mum 


Plague take 'em, ſhould a Pre/ident be dumb? 
T loathe the arts—the univerſe may know it 


I hate a painter, and I hate a poet 
To theſe two ears, a bear Manrcnest* growls, 
Maza*® and BILLINGTON* a brace of owls. 

To circles of pure ignorance conduct me; 

I hate the company that can i me; 

I with to imitate my King, ſo nice, 

Great Prince, who ne'er was known to take adyice! 
Who keeps no company (delightful plan !) 

That dares be wiſer than himſelf, good man! 
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In troth, Sir Joſeph, I have often ſeen ye 

Look in debate a little like a ninny, 

struggling to graſp the ſenſe with mouth, hands, eyes, 
And with the philoſophic Speaker riſe; 

Juſt like a ſpider bruſh'd by SusAx's broom, 

That tries to claw its thread, and mount the room, 
Poor ſprawling reptile, but with humbled air 
Condemn'd to fneak away behind a chair. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Still to the point—a rout let fellows make; 
My pow*r is too well fix'd for /zch to ſhake; 
My ſure artilPry hath o*ercome a hot, 


PETER. 


T own the great, paſt pow*®rs of tea and toaſt! 
Ven'ſon's a CæsAx in the fierceſt fray : 
Turtle an ALEXANDER in its way: 

And then, in quarrels of a flighter nature, 
Mutton's a moſt ſucceſsful Mediator! 

So much ſuperior is the ſtomach's ſmart 

To all the vaunted horrors of the heart; 

E'en Love, who often triumphs in his grief, 
Hath ceas'd to feed on ſighs to feed on beef. 


#* Celcbrated- Singers upon the St-ge and at the Opera. 
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i! SIR JOSEPH. 

Yes, yes, my friend, my tea and butter'd rolls 
Have found an eaſy paſs to people's ſouls : 

My well-tim'd dinners (certain folks revere) 
Have left this eaſy boſom nought to fear. 

The turnpike road to people's hearts I find, 

Lies through their guts, or I miſtake mankind; 
Beſides, whilſt thus IJ boaſt my Sov*reign's ſmile, 
Let raggamuffins rage, and rogues revile. 


TAX. 


Alas! Sir Joſeph! grant the Kine you pleaſe, 
Which ev'ry Courtier's eye with envy ſees; 
A glorious thing too, no man can deny it ; 
Though no man ever got a ſix- pence by it; 
Yet of our lucky iſland, certain KixGs, 

Far from all- mighty, are not mighty things; 
And though with many a wren you make him bleſt, 
And many a tomtit's egg and tomtit's neſt; 
And many a monkey ſtuff'd to make him grin, 
And many a flea and beetle on a pin: 

And promiſe (to cajole the royal mind) 

To make his butcher member, and his hind; 
It is not he, with Polyphemus ſtare, 

And ſtern command, perpetuates the Chair! 
I know that diſaffection taints the throng, 
And know the world is laviſh in its tongue, 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Ah! tell me fairly without more delay, 

What tis the blaekguard world hath dar'd to ſay 
Perhaps a pretty devil I'm pourtray'd; 

The world's free bruſh deals damnably in ſhade, 


— PETER. 
| Thus, then, “How dares that man his carcaſe ſquat, 
— Bold in the ſacred chair where Newton ſat; 
% Whoſe eye could NArukE's darkeſt veil pervade, 
4 And, ſun- like, view the ſolitary MAlp; 
1% Purſue the Wand'rer through each ſecret maze, 
And on her Jabours dart a noontide blaze? 


„When 


L 93 


& When to the chair Bax xs forc'd his bold aſcent, 
« He crawl'd a bug upon the monument,” 


SIR JOSEPH, 
Curſe them. 


PE T E R. 


Have patience, dear Sir Joſeph, pray! 

T have not mention'd half the people ſay.— 

Thus then again, He beats the bears, ſo rude, 

« With bulldog aſpect, and with brains of mud: 

« His he ts like ſtones for pavements, make ug 
art; 

& Rude, roughly rumbling, tumbling from the cart; 

«© Who for importance all his lungs employs, 

& And thinks that words, like drums, were made for 
noiſe, 

& A fellow ſo unqualified to ſhine ! 

„ Who never to the Journals gave a line; 

& But into SWEDEN caſt a fox- like look, 

& And caught Gooſe Dx VANS DEN to write his book“. 

& Such is the mania for the claps of Fame, 

“ So ſought by many a Squire and gentle Dame, 

4% Reſembling Beggars that on alms grow fat; 

& Who, if too weak themſelves to make a brat, 

& Buy children up to melt the trav'ler's eye, 

% And from his pocket call the charity. 


& Through him each trifle-hunter that can bring 
% A grub, a weed, a moth, a beetle's wing, 
&« Shall to a FELLow's dignity ſucceed ! 
„% Witneſs Lord CHATHAM and his pr/5-a-bed 1 
& How had he pow'rs to muſter up the face 
4% To aſk a PRESITIDENT's important place? 


* A moſt important Birth in the botanical way 1s to make its ap- 
pearance ſoon ; Sir Joſeph the reputed father, though Jonas Dry an- 
der, the Swede, his ſecretary, begets it. | 

+ YLulgarly called Dandelion. Something of this kind, a (moſt 
wonderful ſpecies !) was preſented by the eldeſt born of the great 
PiTT, for which he was created F. R. 8. 

Ho- 
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„% How with a matchleſs inſolence to dare 
& Abuſe and joſtle PIN LE“ from the chair 3 
&© A moth-hunter, a crab-catcher, a bat, 
That owes its ſole exiſtence to a gnat! 
& A hunter of the meaneſt reptile breed, 
% A f. -I that croſſes oceans for a weed! 


& Once tow'ring Sc1ENCE made Crane Court Her 
home, | 
& And heav'n born W1spom patroniz'd the dome; 
& With awful aſpect at the portal ſhone, 
& And to her manſion woo'd the wiſe alone: 
« Now at the door ſee moon-eyed Fol Le grin, 
% Inviting birds-neſt hunters to come in: 
& Tdiots who ſpecks on eggs devoutly ken, 
« And furbiſh up a folio on a wren.“ 
You ſee the world, Sir Joſeph, ſcorns to flatter—. 


SIR FOSEPH. 
By G-d! I think it hath not minc'd the matter. 


About the year 1779, conductors were ordered to be placed 
near all our magazines, to ſecure them f:om the effects of lightning. 
A queſtion then aroſe, which would Leſt ſucceed, blunt or fointed 
conductors. Sir John Pringle, witi the ſenſible part of the So- 
ciety, were of opinion, as, indeed, was Dr. Franklin, that points 
were preferable— Sir . Banks and his party roared loudly for 
the blunts.— The diſpute ran ſo high, that His Majeſty took a 
part in it; and being rather partial to Hunt conduffors, thought ta 
put an end to the matter by giving his own peremp'ory decifion, and 
announcing to the world the ſuperiority of Ross. To confirm 
his great and vije opinion, Noka wer? actualy fixed on iron rods 
at the end of Buckingham Houſe, This, however, was not all; 
on the birth-day, His Majeſty defired Sir Jum to give it to the 
world as the opinion of the Royal Society, that Dr. Franklin was 
wrong, The Preſident replied, Ike a man, that it was not in bis 
power to reverſe. the order of Nature. Ihe Sovereign could not 
eaſily fee that, and therefore repeated his commands.—Teized by, 
the King from time to time to oppoſe the decided opinion of he 
rebellious Franklin, and the laws of Nature; and conſtantly, 
barked at by Sir Joſeph and his moth-hunting phalanx. he re- 
figned the chair and returned to Scotland.— The honour was in- 
ſtantaneouſly ſnapped at and caught by the preſent poſſeſſor, ſuch 
as he is! 

+ The Royal Society's rooms are removed from Crane Court to 
Somerlet Place. 

Tet, 
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Yet, by the Pow'n who made me, PRTIR, know, 
I'm honour'd, ſtar'd at, whereſoe'er I go! 


Soon as a room I enter, lo, all ranks 
Get up to compliment Sir JOSEPH BANK 


| ; PRF EK 
And then fit down again, I do ſuppoſe: 


And then around the room a whiſper goes, 
„Lord, that's Sir Jos PH Banks !—how grand his 
look ? 


© Who fail'd all round the world with CAPTAIN 
Cook!“ | 


SIR JOSEPH. 
Zounds ! what the devil's fame if this be not? 


PETER. 


Sir Joſeph, prithee don't be ſuch a ſot-—= 
Thoſe wonderful admirers, man, were dozens 
Of freſh imported, ſtaring country Coufins ; 

To London come, the waxwork to devour, 

And ſee their brother beaſts within the Tow'r 2 
True fame is praiſe by men of aw/dom giv'n, 
Whoſe ſouls diſplay ſome workmanſhip of Heav'n; 
Not by the wooden million Nature's chips, 
Whoſe twilight ſouls are ever in eclipſe ; 
Puppies! who, though on idiotiſm's dark brink, 
Becauſe they've heads, dare fancy they can think. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


What though unletter'd“, I can lead the herd, 
And laugh at half the members to their beard, 
Frequent to Court I go, and midſt the ring, 

I catch moſt gracious whiſpers from the K.1NG=—s 


+ - 

In ſpite of our objection to Sir Joſeph as a Preſident, we muſt 
allow his candour in acknowledging himſelf unlettered, as he really 
was refuſed his degree at CAMBR1DGE, though every intereſt was 
implored to make him paſs muſter, | 

PETER. 
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PETE R. 


And well (I think) I hear each precious ſpeech, 

In ſentiment ſublime, and language rich; | 

„What's new, Sir JosEPn ? what, what's new found 

| out ? f 

What's the ſociety, what, what about? 

Any more monſters, lizard, monkey, rat, 

« Egg, weed, mouſe, butterfly, pig, what, what, 
what ? | 

« Toad, ſpider, graſshopper, Sir Jozera Banks ? 

« Any more thanks, more thanks, more thanks, 
more thanks ? | | | 

& You ſtill eat raw fleſh, beetle, viper, bat, 

4 Toad, 1.1 frog, Sir Joſeph, what, what, 
what? - 


Such is the language of the firſt of Kings, 
That many a ſighing heart with envy ſtings ! 
And much I'm pleas'd to fancy that I hear 
Such wiſe and gracious whiſpers greet your ear : 
Yet if the greater part of members growl, TE: 
Though owls themſelves, and curſe you for an owl; 
And bent the great Sir Joszrx Banks to humble, 
Behold the Giant PxzesIpenT mult tumble. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Zounds! Sir, the GxtaT-ones to my whiſtle come; 
I have em ev'ry one beneath my thumb. 

ELzcTrors, Maucraves, PrINnCEs, grace my liſt, 
And ſhall a few poor ragged rogues reſiſt, 

Becauſe (a flock of aſtronomic guils, ) 

The cobweb mathematics cloud their ſculls? 

The GREAT, when beckon'd to, my cauſe ſhall aid, 
And happy think themſelves with hands o*erpaid : 
Theſe ſhall ariſe, ard with a ſingle frown, 

Beat the bold front of oppoſition down. 


PETER: 


Thus by a word, the SHowMan at the Tow'r 
Exerts on brother ſavages his pow'r; 


Bids 
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Bids NERO, AsAn, Poux, ſpread their paws, 
And ſhow the dangers of their gaping jaws! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


By heavins! I've merit, ſay what &*er you pleaſe! 
Gan name the vegetable tribes with eaſe——. __.- 
What monkey walks the woods or climbs a tree 
Whoſe genealogy's unknown to me? 


PETER. 


I grant you, Sir, in monkey knowledge great; 

Yet ſay, ſhould monkeys give you NeEwrToN's feat? 
Such merit ſcarcely is enough to dub 

A map a member of a country club. 


With novel ſpecks on eggs to feaſt the eye, 

Or gaudy colours of a butterfly, 

Or new-found fibre of ſome graſſy blade, 

Well ſuits the idle hours of ſome old maid, 
(Whoſe ſighs each lover's vaniſh'd ſighs deplore) 
To murder time when Cupids kill no more; 
Not men, who, lab'ring with a Titan mind, 
Should ſcale the ſkies to benefit mankind. 

I grant you full of anecdote, my friend 
Bont mots, and wond'rous ſtories without end; 
Yet if a tale can claim, or jeſt ſo rare, 

Ten thouſand goflips might demand the chair, 


To ſhoot at boobies*, noddies, with ſuch luck, 
And pepper a poor Indian like a duck; 

To hunt for days a lizard or a gnat, 

And run a dozen miles to catch a bat; 

To plunge in marſhes, and to ſcale the rocks, 
Sublime, for ſcurvygraſs and lady-ſmocksf, 


* &« Great and manifold were Sir Joſeph's triumphs over thefe de- 
fenceleſs animals,” ſays Dr. Hawkiworth's moſt miſerable account; 
which might more properly be chriſtened “ The hiftory of Sir 
« Joſeph Banks, ſo much, indeed, is Sir Joſeph the hero of the 
tale | 


1 See Haukſworth's aevount of Captain Cook's Voyage. 
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184 ] 
Are matters of proud triumph, to be ſure, 
And ſuch as Famg's fair volume ſhould ſecure 
Yet to my mind, it is not ſuch a feat, 
As gives a man a claim to NRWTox's ſeat. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Yet are there men of genius who ſupport me ! wy” 
Proud of my friendihip, ſee Sir WiLLLan court mel 


PETER. 


Great in the eating knowledge all allow; 

Who ſent you once the Sumen of a ſow“ 

Far richer ſoop than pigs that loſe their breath, 
Whipp'd, like poor ſoldiers on parades, to death, 


Sir WILLIAM, hand and glove with NayLes King! 

Who made with rare antiques the nation ring; 

Who when VEesuvivus foam'd with melted matter, 

March'd up and clapp'd his noſe into the crater, - 

Juſt with the ſame ſang froid that Joan the cook 

Caſts on her dumplings in the crock a look. < 
! 


But more the world reports (I hope untrue) 
That half 81 WILLIA's Mugs and Gods are new ; 
Himſelf the Baker of th* Etrurian ware, 
That made our Britiſh Antiquarians ſtare; 
Nay, that he means ere long to croſs the main, 
And at his Naples oven ſweat again; 
And by his late ſucceſſes render*d bolder, 
To bake zew mugs, and gods ſome ages older! 


| SIR JOSEPH. 
God bleſs us! what to Herſchel dare you ſay, 
The aſtronomic genius of the day, 


* Sir W. HANIEL ToN. who ſent Sir Joſeph from Italy thie 
precious pre ſent— The mode of making it properly is, by tying 
the teats of a ſow, ſoon after ſhe hath littered, continuing the liga- 
ture till the poor creature is nearly exhauſtad with torture, and then 
cutting her throat. The effects of the milk diffuſed through this 
belly part are ſo delicious, as to be thought to make ample atone» 
meat for the barbarity, 


1 | 5 _ Who 
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Who ſoon will find more wonders in the ſkies, 
And with more Geordium Sidiſes ſurpriſe ? 


PETER. 
Afore Etnas in the Moon more cinder loads? 
Perhaps mail coaches on her turnpike roads, 
By ſome great Lunar PALMER taught to fly, 
To gain the gracious glances of the eye 
Of — penurious Prince of high degree, 
And charm the monarch with a poſtage free; 
Such as to CHELT*NAM waters urg'd their way, 
Where CLoacina holds her e ſway ; 
Where paper mills ſhall load with wealth the town, 
And ev'ry ſhop ſhall deal in whirih-brown; 
Where for the coach the King was won't to watch 
Loaded with fiſh, fowl, bacon, and diſpatch* ; 
Eggs and ſmall beer, potatoes, too, a ſtore, 
That coſt in CyEL*TNAmM market twopence more; 
Converting thus a coach of matchleſs art, 
With two rare geldings, to a Sutler' cart. 
But, voluble Sir Joſeph—not ſo faſt 
The fame of HERScEL is a dying blaſt ; 
When on the moon he firſt began began to peep, 
The wond'ring world pronounc'd the Gazer deep: 
But wiſer now th' zua-wond'ring world, alas! 
Gives all poor HRschEL's glory to his glaſs; 
Convinc'd.his boaſted aſtronomic ſtrength, | 
Lies in his znbe'sf, not head”s prodigious length. 


— 


* Mr. PALMER very generouſly offered His SovERE1GN a mail 
coach to carry letters and liſpuckes to and from Cheltenham— the 
offer was too great to bs refuſed-a ſplendid carriage was built for 
the occaſion : His molt economic Majeſty, however, wiſely know. 
ing that ſomething more than a few letters might be contained in 
Mr. Palmer's vehicle, converted it, as the Poet hath obſerved, into 
a cart, and ſaved many a ſixpence. 


+ We would not detract from Mr. Hzzzextri's rial merit. 
By a true German cart-horte labour, he made a little improve- 
ment on Dr. Muperx's method of conſtructing mirrors; ſuch are 
this gentleman's pretenſions to a niche in the temple of FAR. 
As for his mathematical abilities, they can ſcarcely be called the 

dos of Science. . 


[ % J 
SIR-JOSEPH. 


What, niggard, not on Hezscuer fame beſtow, 
80 curious a diſcov'rer 


- 


PETER. 


No! man, no! 
Give it to Mupce*, whoſe head contains more „ 
Than (trol me) ever lodg'd in HxRschLT's Houle. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Lo, at my call the noble MaxLz'rouGn's vote, 
Whoſe obſervations much our fame promote. 


PETER. 


Who from his Blenheim chimnies wonders $ ſpies— 
The daily advertiſer of the ſkies: | 0:5 
Who equals his great Anceſtor in head; 

A Hero + who could neither write nor red I 

Thus equal form'd, to all the world's ſurpriſe ; 5 

As one ne favepe earth, the other Fweeps the ſkies. 


SIR J OSEPH. 
Hu NTER þ with fiſh intrigues our Houſe regales— 


PETER. + 17 
The tender hiſtory of cooing whales 9 7085 


Dr. Mupcs of Plymouth. 


-+ The famous Duke of Marlborough was e to have been 
a very illiterate man; which ſhows that a headpiece for the arts and 
ſcience, and a headpiece for facing cannon balls, are wiſely formed 
of different materials. 

1 John Humer actually received the Society's gold medal for 
three papers, viz, on ſowzelding; on the wolf, jackall, and dog; 
preving inconteftably, what the world knew before, that the afore- 
fail. animals were bon fide of the ſame ſpecies; and on the loves of 
whales. 

& See Article 30, 1780, in the Philoſophical Tranſactions, 
were, Mr. John Hunter gives a wonderful account of a pheaſant 
with Mas ie hat by age changed from a female to a male. SIR 


- 
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SIR JOSEPH. 
Great in the noble art of gelding ſows!—— 


"LEEER 


And giving to the boar a barren ſpouſe! _ 

Who proves, what many unbelievers ſhocks, 

That age converts hen pheaſants into cock! 

and why not, ſince it is denied by no man 

That age hath made JohN HUuxrTER an OCD WO. 
| MAN ? | 


vw > 


Believe me, full as well might papiſts bring 

(Wills from a Ser aren's tail, or CHERVUB's wing; 

SAINT ord wrt 1880 crab ſtick, which the Salix r, un- 
6 civil, Add: 

Broke on the back of our great foe, the De VII; 

SainT ANDREW's toe, SAINT AGATHA's old ſfmock, 

And ſtones that rattled round Sax STEPHEN*s block; 

SainT Josgrn's ſighs ſo deep, preſerv'd in bottles, 

Amounting, legends ſay, to many pottles; 

Caught, as the Salxr, with all his might and main, 

Was cleaving billets for his fire in twain ; : 

Or bones* from Catacombs to form new ſaints, 

To cure, like all quack medicines, all complaints! 

Such might the journals of the houſe record, 

As well as HunTERr's wondrous cockt-hen- bird. 


SIR JOSEPH. 
Like BLaGpen who can write and deeply think? 


Who write like him on iron moulds and ink + ?— 
See ſhirts and ſhifts by iron moulds that rot, 

By BLacpex's wiſdom loſe each yellow ſpot !. 
For this ſhall laundry virgins lift their voice ; 
Napkins and damaſk tablecloths rejoice; 


* In 1672, four hundred fim s were recruit ed. Such was the ex- 
_— harveſt of baptized ard canonized bones from the Cata- 
combs at Rome. Vid. Religious Rites and Ceremonies. . 


Va. Article 39 1787, of the Philoſ. Tranſ. 7 71 
12 Robins 
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Robins and caps, and ſheets, and pillow caſes, 
Loſe their fad ſtains, and ſmile with lily faces. 


Lo! to improve of man the ſoaring mind, 

For ſacred ſcience, to his ſkin unkind, 

Did Doctor Blagden in an oven“ bake, 

Brown as burnt coffee or a barley cake, 

Whilſt down his noſe projecting, ſweat in rills 
Unſav'ry flow'd like hartſhorn ſtreams from ſtills. 


8 IR FOSEPH. 


Great Duckweed Tuonrsox , all my ſoul reveres ! 
And MuLicxave charms me with his arctic bears. 
My eyes with ſhells, lo! 1 Davies greets! 
And Doctor LET TsoumE with his rare horſe beets ! 
Beets, that with ſhame our parſnips ſhall o“ erwhelm, 
And fairly drive potatoes from the realm ! = 
Beets! in whoſe juſt applauſes we are hoarſe all: 
Such are the wondrous pow*rs of Mangel Worfal;, 


PET E R. 
Beets that ſhall keep gaunt Famine to his Eaſt, 


And make him on Gentoos, as uſual, feaſt ;_ 


Whilſt ev'ry lucky Baron that one meets, 
Shall ſtrut a FaL8TAFF, ſuch the pow'r of Beets! 
Beets, that muſt bring the Quaker wealth and fame, 


And give his cheek the virgin glow of ſhame; | 


Who ne'er, meek man, was known a face to puſh, 
Nor hear his own applauſe without a bluſh, ö 
Beets, that ſhall form an ee in our times, | 
And thus by PETER prais'd, embalm his rhymes ! 


SIR JOSEPH. 


Then, what of AvzexTy think you, that great man, 
Whoſe broad eye deems creation ſcarce a ſpan? 


The Doctor's body in the hot oven, with his noſe projecting 
from the hole for air, would be no bad ſubjeR for the graver. 
+ Sir Benjamin, a ſecond Linnæus. | 
The more pompous name of the Beet. | 
A Silk Merchant and F. R. S. who every Sunday, wet or dry, 


_ or ſunſhine, calm or windy, viſits Creenwich, to catch the 


on the meridian !=-fach is this gentleman's rage for the > 
| t 
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TY; Þ yp 2 7 7 ORPIIETP! 


Who weekly with his watch is ſeen to run. 5 


The little upil of a Greenwich ſun, 

To learn the motions of old Time, and mock 

The at al errors of each London clock. g 
Thus Lui from his ſolitary Down, ' ' “ 
Leads little LupIN to a neighb'ring town: 

The lad with ecſtaſy ſurveys the ſcenee 
Then home returning, with triumphant mien, 
Corrects his mother's,” ſiſter's converſations, 

And wonders at his ignorant relations. 

AvBERT who meriteth indeed applauſe! _ _ 

Full of high: ſounding phraſes, and wiſe /aws ; 
Who from his cradle learn'd the ſtars to bY, 8 
And to a e e will-o-wifp!. 


NA k F H. 1 121 
Pry, n what think ye of our famous Daixrs 2 


p E T ER. 


Think of a man deny d by Nature brains 
Whole traſh ſo oft the % al leaves diſgraces: 18 
Who knows not jordans 'h own, from Roman vaſes!. 
About old pots his head for ever puzlhing, © 
And boring earth, like pigs for troufles  muziing = 
Who likewiſe from old urns to crotchets leaps, 
Delights in muſic, and at concerts FOI | 


that he now has at Loameir-Hitt, near Greemaich two des. 
ſand pounds worth of aſtronomĩcal inſtruments. eve 


* One fortunate evening, as he was returning from his beloved 
obſervatcry, a Jack-a-lantern ſprung up and, played ſome tricks 
be ore the philoſophical ſilkman, whoſe. ontics being ap: to magnity 
objects, converted it into an amazing meteot, With which £38 royal 
Journals ſoon after blazed. 

+ There are pigs kept expreſsly for hunting T:oufles in ſime 
parts of Eagland. 

t Such are the powers of ſomnolency over Mr. Hamas. Yap 
RINGTON,—lt ſeveral of the Hanover-Square concerts hath the 
Lygic PETER ſeen the ANTIQUARIAN, in ſeeming muſical re- 
culation, but verily employed in a moit comfortable 221 3 

I 9-4 | SIR 


— 
, 


LY . 
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SIR JOSEPH. 
Tounds! tis in vain, I ſee, to utter praiſe !—— 


PETER. 
Then mention ſome one who deſerves my lays. 


SIR JOSEPH. 
Know them I've ſent to diſtant parts to find 


Beings the moſt uncommon of their kind: 
'The greateſt monſters of the land and water 


PETER. 


The beautiful deformities of nature! i 
Birds without heads, and tails, and wings, and legs, 
Tremendous Cyclop pigs, and ſpeckleſs eggs 
Snails from Japan, and waſps, and Indian jays, 
Command attention, and excite our praiſe: 
Chopfſticks and backſcrapers are curious things; 
Scalps, and tobaccopipes, and Indian ſtrings, 
Such, as to charm the wond'ring Cits we ſee, 
Where Dow SALTERO® gives his Sunday's tea; 
Great Don SAaLTERO, name of high renoẽwun, 
Who treats, too, with immortal rolls the town! 


X 
: 


\ 


* 


Rare are the buttons of a Roman's breeches, 
In antiquarian eyes ſurpaſſing riches: | 
Rare is each crack'd, black, rotten, earthen diſh, 
That he's of ancient Rome the fleſh and fiſh; 5 4 
Rare are the talifmans that drove the Devil, 

And rare the bottles that contain'd old ſnivel. 
Owls heads, and ſnoring frogs, preſerv'd in ſpirits, 
Moſt certainly are not without their merits, -  - 
Yet theſe to gain, and give to public view, 

Lo! PAxkINSsON knows full as well as you; 
As did Sir As HTON fam'd, whofe mental pow 17 
Juſt reach'd to tel! us by the clock the hour. 


15 At Chelſea. IR . 


(9+ 1 
SIR JOS E P A. N 
Poh! p-x; don't laugh —fuch things are rich and 


ſcarce 
Be 1 ſacrod let not 1 be farce. 


p E T E R. 
Sir Joſeph, I v laugh x ben things like theſe 


Beyond ſublimities have pow'r to pleaſe; 
To croud with ſuch-like littleneſs your walls, 
Is putting Maſter PUNCH into St. Paur's. 


Yet, to the point the lace on which you dote 
Hath been for ever cdrritd by the vote 

Know then, your parafites begin to bellow, 

Ard call you openly a-ſhallow fellow: 

In vain to fav'ring Majeſty you fly 

Tis on the many that you muſt rely: ; | 
E'en blockheads bluſh, fo much are they aſham'd—— 


SIR JOSEPH. 


They and their modeſt bluſhes may be d——n'd, 

Ungratefal ſcoundels ! eat my rolls and butter, 

And daring thus their inſolences mutter! 

Swallow my turtle and my beef by pounds, 

And tear my ven'ſon like a pack of hounds ; 

Yet have the impudence, the brazen face, 

To fay I am not fitted for the place! 

In God's name let my wine in torrents flow! 

E'en be my houſe a tavern in Sono! | 

Of daily ven'ſon let me try the force, 

And keep an 4 houſe for man and horſe. 
Oh! hs me hold by any means the chair 

To keep that honour every thing I dare! DES 


PETER. 


I own that nothing like good cheer ſucceeds - 

A man's a God whoſe bean freely bleeds; 

_ Champaigne can conſecrate the damned'ſt evil: 

A hungry Paraſite adores a Devil; 

In radiant virtues his poor hoſt arrays, 

And ſmooths bim with the goſſimer of praiſe! 5 
| tuff'd 


*Sblood! have I praftis'd ev*ry art in vain ?' 
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Stuff'd to the throat till repetition tires, 
And GLuTToNy's huge greaſy wiſh expires; 
Apoſtate then, the knave denies his church, 
And leaves his Saint, with laughter, in the lurch. 


In ſhort, your Gormandizers and your Drinkers | 
Quit their old faith, and turn out rank Freethinkers. 
Dead is the novelty of fine fat haun ches 
And truth no longer facrific'd to paunches: 
Aſham'd, at length, the ſad, repentant s1NxtrRs 
All bluſh to barter fat” ry for good dinners : 

No charms ſurround the knocker of your door, 

That beam'd with honour, but now beams n no om 


81 R JOSEPH. Frith 
— by tele, on whom my all depends! 


PE T ER. e al 
eee like can, by bis boſom friends! TR 


8.1 R J 08 E P H. 


Though man, ungriteful man, his aid dewey Wort 
The Pow's whoſe wiſdom rules yon lofty „„ 

May grant his gracious and protecting pow 5 ngquor 1 
And aid * in the trying hour- Tr: 


PETER. 


Left by your Att friends, ] fear Jour pray'rs, 
Moſt pious PRESIDENT, won't mend affairs: 
The Pow's you mention, with all-ſeeing eyes, 
Well knows your little rev'rence for his ſkies*. 
Thus may your pray'rs be vain, however hearty ; — 
Beſides, by N oftneſt joins the ſtrongeſt party. 


SIR JOSEPH. 


nnn 1 the dangers of the main? 


The Poet here moſt facetiouſly and beautifully alludes to the 
ſecellion of the aſtronomical geniuſes from the Society. - | 
| "PETER: 
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PETER 
Aud fac'd Queen Onoxea in the boat, 
And loſt your ſhoes and ſtockings, and your coat; 
A circumſtance that much the tale enriches, 
But providentially preſerv'd your breeches! 
For unknown weeds, dar'd unknown paths explore, 
And frighten'd Cannibals from ſhore to ſhore ; 
On each new iſland clapp'd King George's ſeal, 
A ſharp impreſſion too of bardeft feel; 
Whilſt Witneſs Piſtol and his Brother Gun 
Look'd with a pointed approbation on. 


uw 


A decent method of appropriation, * 

And adding glory to the Britiſh nation! 

True, you have try'd to be as great as yz, 

The vent'rous Tx0Jan, ſport of wind and ſea, 
Who left old Troy, his pariſh, far from home, 
To find a lodging for imperial Rome; 

Vet are thoſe feats what vulgars term @ bore: 4 
Stale ſtuff—the Members look for ſomething more. 
I grant vou naked with your ſervants pranc d, 

To ſhow how folks at Otaheité danc'd ; 

And much the ſmiling audience you amus d, 
Though DRS ENc, indeed, the dance abus d: 
Sax, bluſhing damſel, turn'd her head afide, 

And wiſh'd a whip to ev'ry hopping hide. 

Grant that you ſent, to charm the public eye, 
Egyptian ſtones*, that form'd for hogs a ſtye; 
With ſeeming hieroglvphics on their faces, 

That prov'd unfortunately pigs'-feet traces: 

Yet lo! like bullocks in a fair, they roar, 

Or vacate bid you, or do ſomething more, 


| SIR JOSEPH. 
'Sdeath, then, I'll ſpit in ev'ry blockhead's face; 
Kick them, and purge the dwelling from diſgrace. 


Sir Joſeph ſent ſome curious Egyptian ſtones to the Britiſh Mu- 
ſeum ; ſuch was his zeal for the honours of Hieroglyphics ; but as 
that building poſſeſſes already as much of the antique as it can we/f 


authenticate, they were returned in a cart upon his hands. 
| PETER, 


— 
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PETER. 
Thus when a hoſt of graſhoppers and rats, 
By men undaunted, unabaſl'd by cats, 
In hopping, and in running legions pours, 
 Aﬀeights the Papiſts, and their gral devours ; 


Lo, arm'd with pray'rs to thunder in their ears, 

A Btsuor boldly meets the buccaneers; _ 

Sprinkles his holy water on the ſod, | 
And drives, and damns them in the name of God“ 


Zen purge the tainted dwelling from diſgrace, 
10 boldly ſpitting in each Member's face! 

here, ſueet Sir Joſeph, will you find the ſpittle, 
Since what would float the AL BTox + were too little? 
With ſolemn, ſentimental ſtep, ſo ſſow, 
I fee you through the ſtreets of London go, 
With poring, ſtudious, ſtaring, earth-nail'd eve, 
As heedleſs of the mob that buſfles by; 
This was a ſcheme of wiſdom, let me ſay, 
But lo, this trap for fame hath had its day; 
And let me tell you, what I've urg'd before, 
The reſtleſs Members look for ſomething more. 


Zounds! ha'nt I ſwallow'd raw fleſh like a hound? 
On vileſt reptiles rung the changes round? 

Eat ev'ry filthy inſect you can mention; 

Tarts made of graſhoppers, my own invention? 
Frogs; tadpoles by the ſpoonfull, long-tail'd imps; 
And mnnch'd cockchaffers juſt like prawns or ſhrimps? 


* This is actually done in Roman Catholic countries by order 
of the church. In ſome places two attorneys are employed in the 
affair of the graſhoppers ; one for the graſhoppers, the other for 
the people: but it is the fate of the graſhoppers to have the worſt 
of it, as they are always anathematized, and ordered to be ex- 
— if they do not quit the place within a certain number 
of days. | 


I One of our firſt rates. os: 
| PETER. 
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In troth, I've ſeen you many a reptile eat, 
And heard you call the dirty diſh a treat; 

Oft have I ſeen you meals on monkeys make; 
Nay, Hercules ſurpaſs—dewvorr your SNAKE; 
And make as little of a toad or viper, | 
As pelicans of mack'rel or a piper; 


And wriggling round your mouth its little claws, _ 
Have heard a bat cry * Murder!“ in your jaws: , 


Yet, hear, Sir Joſeph, what I've ſaid before, 
The bluſhing Members look for ſomething more. 


|  $IR JOSEPH. 
Hell ſeize the Pack —unconſcionable dogs 


Snakes, ſpiders, beetles, chaffers, tadpoles, frogs, 


All ſwallow'd to diſplay what man can do, 


And muſt the villains ſtil} have ſomething new? 


Tell, then, each pretty PxEsIDENT CREATOR, 
G—d d- mn him, that I'H eat an ALLicaTtoRr! 


SL 010 PETER. 
Sir Joſeph, pray don't eat an Alligator —— _ 
Go ſwallow ſomewhat of a /ofter nature; 
Feaſt on the arts and ſciences, and learn  - 
Sublimity from trifles to diſcern: 
With ſhells, and flies, and daiſies, cover'd o'er, 
Let pert Queen FipDLEFADDLE rule no more:; 
Thus ſhall Px1LosoPny her ſuffrage yield, 
Sir Joſeph wear his hat*, and hammer wield ; 
No more ſhall Wispom on the Journals ſtare, 
Nor NewToN's+ image bluſh behind the exais. 


The Preſident has the ineſtimable and ſole privel-ge of ſit ing 
covered at the Royal Society's meeting.— The hammer forms a 
part of the regalia, to command ſilence, and rouſe the Members 
f om their happy ſlumbers; whilſt their Secretary, Dr. Blagden, 
proclaims rare news from the moth, bat, butterfly, and ſpider 


countries. 8 


+ The picture of this great man is immediately behind the chair 


ef the PRESID ENT. 


A 
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SUBJECTS ron PAINTERS. 


SCENE, the ROYAL ACADEMY. 


« Qui veut peindre pour PImmortalice, 
„ Doit peindre des Sots.” FoxTENELLE. 


tr. ew 


EACE and good will to this fair meeting. 
I come not with hoſtility, but greeting- 5 
Not eagle-like to ſcream, but dove - like coo it! 
J come not with the ſword of vengeance, rhyme, - 
To flaſh, and act as journeyman to Time—— 
The God himſelf is juſt arrived to do it. 


To make each feeble figure a poor corſe, 
I come not with the ſhafts oſ ſatire ſporting; 
Then view me not like Stubbs's ſtaring horſe, 
With terror on th' approaching lion ſnorting : 
I come to bid the hatchet's labours ceaſe, 
And ſmoke with friends the calumet of peace. 


Knight of the polar ſtar, or bear, don't ſtart, 
And, like ſome long-ear'd creatures, bray « what 
art? — f wy 
Sir William, ſhut your ell-wide month of terror— 
I come not here, believe me, to complain 
Of ſuch as dar'd employ thy building brain, 
And criticiſe an œconomic error“. 


A large portion of the Royal Academy, raiſed at an extra- 
ordinary expence, fell to the ground lately; but as the Knight 
is a favourite at Court, no harm is done. The Nation is able 
to rear it again, which will be a benefit tieket in Sir William's 


way. 
: Or 
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J come not here to call thee knave or fool, 

And bid thee ſeek again Palladio's ſchool; 
Or copy heav'n, who form'd thy head ſo thick, 
To give ſtability to ſtone and brick ; 
No—'twould be cruel now to make a rout —— 
The very ſtones already have cry'd out. 


I come not here, indeed, new cracks to ſpy, 
And call thee jor the workmanſhip hard names; 
To point which wing ſhall next forlake the iky, 
And tumble 1n the Strand, or in the Thames. 


Nor come I here to cover thee with ſhame, 
For putting clever Academic men*, 
Like calves or pigs, into a pen, 

To ſee the King of England and his dame, 


'Midſt carts and coiches, golden horſe and foot; 
Midſt peopled windows, chimnies and old walls; 

Midſt marrowbones and cleavers, fife and flute, 
Paſſing in pious pilgrimage to Paul's. 


Where, as the ſhow of gingerbread went by, 
The rain, as if in mockery from the ſky, 
Dribbled on ev*ry academic nob, | 

And waſh'd each pigtail ſmart, and powder'd bob. 


Waſh'd many a viſage, black and brown, and fair, 
Giving to each fo pictureſque an air; 

Reſembling that of drooping, rain-ſoak'd fowls, 
Or, what's a better picture, parboil'd owls; 
Whilſt thou, great Jove upon Olympus, aping 
Didſt fat —4 from a window gaping. 


O, Weſt, that fix'd and jealous eye forbear, 


Which ſcowling marks the bard with doubt and fear, 


* Sir William actually gave orders for the non- dmiſſion of the 
Royal Academicians into the Academy, to ſee the Royal proceſ- 
ſion to St. Paul's, as he had ſome women and children of his ac- 
quintance who withed to ſee the ſhaw. Half a dozen boards were 
conſequently o:dered to be put together on the ou:fide oi the build- 


ing for their reception. 


Ver. III. K Thy 


Too great my ſoul to bid the figures bleed: 


W here” er ems 4 go, poor imps, God mend ew. 


| 
' 


That too divine effects of light and ſhade 


Nor ſwear to blaſt an atom of thy merit, 


That limbs in ſpaſms and crack'd, and gogling eyes, 
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Thy forms are ſacred from my wrath divine; 
Twere cruel to attack ſuch crippled creatures, ' 
So very, very feeble in their natures, 


Already gaſping in a deep decline! 
I ſeek them not with ſcalping thoughts, indeed, 


N peace and happineſs attend em; 


I come not to impart to thee the cr ime 
Of over dealing in the true ſublime; 

I ſcorn Lich malice thus thy fame to wound; 
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt thy trade, 


Were ever 'midſt thy labours to be A. 


That elegance, expreſſion, ſpirit; - | 

Too ſtrongly from the eanvaſs blazes 
And damn thee thus with Raphael's praiſe : 

Befides, againſt the ſtream I ſcorn to ruſh z 
The world ns'er ſaid, nor though it of 14 bruft: 


Were I to write . thy epitaph, I'd ay, 
« Here lies below a painter's clay, 9 
« Who werk d away moſt furiouſly for Kings 
& And prov'd that fire of inclination, 
&« For pleaſing the great Ruler of a Nation, 
&« And fire of genius, are two diff' rent things.” 


Nor come I here t? inform ſome men ſo wiſe, 
Who ſhine not yet upon the R. A. liſt, 


With grandeur cannot well exiſt. 


Nay, let it be recorded in my rhyme, 
Convulſions cannot give the true ſublime. 


St. Vitus might be virtuous to romance 
Peace to the manes of that capering Saint! 


Yet 
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vet let me tell we ſons of paint, 
Sublimity adorneth not his dance. 


Wide ſaucer eyes and dire diſtortion, 
Will only make a good abortion. 


No, landſcape painters, let your gold ſtreams 3 
Sleep, golden ſkies and bulls, and golden cows, 
And golden groves and vales, and golden ſheep, 
And golden goats, the golden graſs that brouze, 


Which with ſuch golden luſtre flame, 

As beat the very golden frame. 

Peace to the ſcenes of Birmingham's bright ſchool ; 
Peace to.the brightes ſcenes of POROUS 


Aw'd 1 ap approach, ye "ſov's reigns of he bruſh, 

With M 's companion {weet, a bluſh, 

And — nat ral to her tongue; 

And eve fo diſſident, with beam ſo mild, 

Like Eve's when Adam on her beauties ſmil'd, 
And led her bluſhing, nothin a ws. along, 

To give the lady a green gown fo ſweet, 

On beds of roſes, Love s delicious ſeat. 


Yes, ſober, trembling, Quaker-like, 1 come 
Too this great dome _ 

To offer ſubjects to the ſons of paint: 1 
Accept the pleaſant tales and hints | bring, 
Of Knight and Lord, and Commoner and King, 

Sweeter than hiſt'ry of embowelPd faint ; 

Or martyr beat like Shrovetide cocks with bats, 
4 fir'd like turpentin d poor roaſting rats. 


Inimical as dogs to pigs, 
Or wind and rain to powder'd wigs, 
Or mud from kennels to a milk- White ſtocking; 
Hoſtile to Peter's phiz as if a peſt, 
Why ſprings the man of hiſt'ry, Maſter Weſt, 
And cries, “ Off, off; your tales and hints are ſhock- 
. ing; 
1 K 2 66 Inven- 
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« Inventions—ſabrications—lies—damn'd lies; 
Kings and the world beſides, thy ſpite, deſpiſe. 


« Sir, you're a tar, ev'ry body knows it; 
Sir, every ſtupid ſtanza ſhows it: 
„ Sir, you know nothing of a King and Queen; 
In ſpheres too high their orbs ſuperior roll 
« By thy poor little grov'ling, mole-ey'd ſoul, 
Thou outcaſt of Parnaſſus, to be ſeen. 


Sir, they do honour to their god - like ſtation, 
„The two firſt Jluminaries of the nation, 
So meek, good, gen'rous, virtuous, humble, 


« Whilſt thou a ſavage, a great fool ſo fat, 
« Curs'd with a conſcience blacker than my hat, 
« Art rival to that fiend the Prince of Lies. 


« Go, pour thy venom on my Lear — 
a” Nr Sternhold, in thy ear: 
King Lear, to mortify thee, goes 
« Where Majeſty delights u ith Weſt to prate, 
« Much more than Miniſters of State 
Where thou ſhalt never ſhow thy noſe! 


Where Pages fancy it a heinous crime, 
„Thou foul-mouth'd fellow, to repeat thy rhyme! 
« Where ev'ry Cook, it is my firm belief, 
Would nobly make it a religious point, 
© Rather than put thy traſh upon a joint, 
« To let the fire conſuming burn the beef. 


« There's not a ſhopkeeper in Windſor town 
« That would not hang thee, thoot thee, ſtab thee, 
drown, - | 
« That doth not damn thy ſtuff, thy odes and tales; 
« That doth not think thy Odes would give diſeaſe 
« To ev'ry thing they wrapp'd—to bread, to cheeſe, 
« Nay, give contagion to a bag of nails. | 


» A piety iron-ftaring Sketch now in the Exhibition. 
| « The 
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« The very Windſor dogs and cats, 
The very Windſor owls and bats, - | 
„% Would howl and ſquawl, and hoot and en to 
meet 


Like thee a raggamuffin in the ſtreet. 


The ſervant maids of Windſor from each ſhop 
„Some pointing brooms, and ſome, a ſcornful mop, 
„Their loyal ſentiments would diſembogue, 

« And taunting cry* «+ There goes a lying rogue.“ 


«© Behold rank impudence thy rhymes inſpire; 
„ Conſummate-infolence thy verſe — g 

« Fool! to believe thy muſe a muſe of fire, 
* A-chimney-iweeper” 8 drab, a —_ of imoke. 


« The very bellman's rhymes poſſeſs more merit; ; 
„ Nay, Nichol's magazine exceeds in ſpirit: 
«© A printer*s devil with conceit ſo drunk, 


„Who publiſhes for gentleman and trunk; 


« Who lets up author on old Bowyer” s ſcraps; - 

«© Bowyer, whoſe pen recorded all the raps ;: + 
+ That hungry authors gave to Bowyer's een 

& To ſwell the curious literary ſtore: 


& Who on a purblind antiquarian's back, 
„ A founder'd, broken -winded hack, | 
« Rides out to $nd old farthings, nails, and bones— 
* On darkeſt coins the brighteſt legend reads, 
«© On traceleſs copper ſees imperial heads, - 
„And makes inſcriptions older than the ſtones. 


« Too bids, to give his cuſtomers ſurpriſe, 3130 

A Druid altar from a pigſtye riſe. 

„%% Yes, Nichols aping wiſdom through his 1 
« Thee, thee Apollo's ſcavenger, ſurpaſſes. 


Soon ſhall we ſee the Fleet thy carcaſe wring, 
66 n thro' the N grate for farthings ang- 
in 
by 0 Suſpending 
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« Suſpending feet of ſtockings by a ſtring, 
Or glove or nightcap for our bounty dangling ; 


« Whilſt iſſuing from thy mouth begr.m'd with 
beard, 1 
„ Thy pale noſe poking | thro' thy priſon hole, 
% The hollow voice of mis'ry will be heard, 
Kind ge*mman, pity a poor hungry ſoul: 
& « Have pity on a pris'ner's.cale ſo ſhocking — 


<«« © Good Lady, put a farthing in the ſtocking !'? 


<6 What impudence thus bold a face to puſh! 
«+ Arm'd with a winking light of paltry ruſh, 
« As if with Truth's br icht torch, into our room; 
© To dart on ignorance the fancied ray 
To bid of barbariſm the empire blaze, 
© And kind illumine error's ee gloom. 


« Get out, and pertly don't come troubling 115 
© A dog is better company than hee.“ | 


I thank ye— much oblig'd t've, Maſter Weſt, 

For thoughts ſo kind, and prettily expreſt;' 
Yet won't I be refus'd, I won't indeed: 

You muſt, you ſhall have tale, and ode, and hint; g vv 


This memory of mine contains/a mint; 


And thus, in bold deffance, 1 proceed. 


Yet mind me, as to. our brigbr King and 8 
1 heir names are ſacred from the poet's ſpleen—— 
Peace to their reign; they feel no more my Jokes, 
Whether to Hanover they wiſely roam, 
Or full as wiſely count their caſh at home, 
My fatire ſhall not hurt the gentlefolks. 


Pleas'd in a hut to broil my mutton bone, 
I figh not for the ven'ſon of a throne : 
Nay, ſlavery doth not with my pride agrees 
A toadeater's an imp I don't admire; 
Nor royal ſmall-talk doth my foul defire—— 
I've ſcen my Sovereigns— that's enough for me. 
A.thou- | 
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A thouſand themes for canvaſs I could name, 
To give the artiſt beef and fame: 83 
Lo! Hodſell in his country ſeat ſo fine, 
Where, *midft his tulips, grin ſtone apes with parrots, 
Where Neptune foams along a bed of carrots, 
Inſtead of cleaving through his native brine. 


Where Phcebus ſtrikes to cabbages his ſtrings, 
Where Love o'er garlick waves his purple wings, 
Where Mars to vanquiſh beets heroic leans; | 
And, arm'd with lightnings, with terrific eyes, 
The great and mighty Ruler of the ſkies, 
Sublimely thunders through a bed of beans; 


Cloſe by whoſe fide the haymakers are mating, 
And Dutchmen to their knees in onions ſkaiting, 


A mighty warrior in the Houſe of Lords, 
dwallowing, alas! a bitter, bitter pill; 

Eating, poor man, his own ſad words, 
Exceedingly againſt his noble will; 11 


Whilſt Rawdon by his ſib e, with martial face, 
Commandeth him to ſwallow with a grace 
Would make an intereſting ſcene, indeed, 
And ſhow the courage of King Charles's breed! 
— 2 1 ; 

How like a Doctor, forcing down the throat 

Of ſome poor puling child a doſe of falts, 

At which its httle Gul revolts, 
With wrigling limbs, wry mouths, and piteous note; 
Yet forc'd to take the formidable purge, 
Or taſte a bitt*'rer doſe, the threat ned ſcourge! 


Or Richmond*, watchful of the State's ſalvation, 
Sprinkling his ravelins o'er the nation ; 


The Duke abſolutely ordered cannon to be made of leather, 
from a ſnuft-box-maker, which, at Woolwich, on Saturday the 
ſecond day of May, 1789, were ſeriouſly tried, and, like many a 
Nobleman, found too t. ö ; 

Now 
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Now buying leathern boxes up by tuns, 
Improving thus the nature of great guns; 

Guns bleſt with double natures, mild and rough, 
To give a broadſide, or a pinch of ſnuff. 

Or Richmond ſ at th' enormons reck' ning ſtruck, 
At Portſmouth batl ing hard about a duck. - 


A certain high and mighty Dutcheſs, | 
Hugging her huſband in her cat- like clutches, 
Biting and tearing him with trandy zeal; 
Whoſe flax in heaps is ſeen to fly around, 
Whilſt he, pale wight, emi.s a plaintive ſound, 
Like animals that furniſh man with veal; 


Would make another pleafing ſcene, 

Showing the mettle of an arrant Quean; 

1 to ſhine a firſt- rate ſtar at Court, 
For ſatire's pen, a ſubject of rare ſpor t:: 
Longing to mou a luckleſs blood. 
Deep-ſtain'd, and ſmelling of its native mud. | 


ENI 
# % 


The valiant Gloſter at the army's head, 
Drawn as the glorious Macedonian youth ; © © 
In battle galloping o'er hills of dead. 
Would glow with ſuch an air of truth ſn 7 
Not on a jackaſs mounted, but a ſteed oo 
Of old Bucephalus's breed. | 


— — ? , ‚ - = — 
n —ͤ— 2 — — — — « _ — 


Saliſb'ry examining the iron hands $i C20. 
Of Fame's and ſweet St. Giles's blackguard bands, 


\ 


+ At Portſmouth his Grace, not long ſince, beſpoke a dinner 
for a few friends; and becauſe no impreſſion had been made on a 
roaſted duck, Charles Lenox, Duke of Richmond, Earl of March, 
Maſter General of the Ordnance, Lord Lieutenant and Cuſtos Ro- 
tulorum of the county of Suſſex, Duke of Lenox in Scotland, 
and Aubigny in France, Knight of the moſt noble order of the 
Garter, &c., thought it a grievous impoſition, and conſequently 
ordered the landlord of the inn to deduct the eighteen pence, the 
price of the duck, from the bill, which was dont accordingly. 


| That 
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That clap our Kings to Parliament and play 
Saliſb'ry, too, gauging all their gaping throats, ' 
Exciſeman-like, to find the beſt tor notes, 

That money may'nt be thrown away : 


Reſolv'd from thoſe ſame legions of vulgarity, 
To get full pennyworths of popularity; | 
Reſolv'd his maſter ſhall be fairly treated, 
And not, as uſual, by his ſervants cheated. 


Suppoſe, to give this hnmour-loving iſle 
A pretty opportunity to ſmile, 24. 
ou paint the Solomon of yon fam'd place“, 

Where fair Philoſophy, the heav'nly dame, 

By barb'rous uſage cover'd deep with ſhame, 

No longer ſhows her exil'd face; 

Where cent. per cent. in value rife,” | 
Toads, tadpoles, graſshoppers, and flies. 


Suppoſe you paint Sir Joſeph all ſo bleſt, 
With many a paraſitical dear gueſt, - | 
Swoln by their flatt'ries like a bladder big, 
Throwing away of learning fuch a waſte, 
And proving his ſuperior claſſic taſte, 
By ſwallowing the /umex of a pig. 


» — 


— 1 


Pitt trying to unclench Britannia's fiſt, 
Imploring money for a King; 
Telling moſt mournful tales — civil liſt, 
The Lady's tender heart to wring, 
Tales of expence in Doctor's bills, 
High price of bliſters, boluſſes and pills, 
Long journey to St. Paul's t' oblige the nation, 
And give God thanks for reſtoration ; 
Britannia with arch look the while, 
Partaking ſtrongly of a ſmile, 


The Royal Society. ro ung 
Olntl 
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Pointing to that huge dome*, the nation's wealtir; 
Where people ſometimes place their caſſi by ſtealth, 
And all ſo modeſt with their fecret ſtore, 


Inform the world they're poor, ah, very poor. 


— 


Brudenell and Symonds with each other vying, 

Sweet youths! for little Norman's favours ſighing, 
A pictureſque effect would form: 

That hugging mother for the aaughter's charms, 

This with the yielding damſel in his arms, | 
Taking the citadel by ſtorm ; 

That running with the girl in triumph off, 

This with the dog, the mother, and the muff. 


A great law Chief, whom God nor Demon ſcares, 
Compell'd to kneel and prays, who ſwore his pray'rs, 
The dev?] behind him pleas'd and grinning, 

Patting the angry lawyer on the ſhoulder, 
Declaring nought was ever bolder, _ 
Admiring ſuch a novel mode of ſinning: 


Like this, a ſubject would be reckon'd rare, 
Which proves what blood- game infidels can dare; 
Which to my mem'ry brings a fact, . 
Which rothing but an Engliſh tar would act. 


In ſhips of war, on Sundays pray'rs are giv'n; 
For though ſo wicked, failo.s think of heav'n, 
Particularly in a ſtorm ; 
Where, if they find no brandy to get drunk, 
Their ſouls are in a miſerable funk, 
Then vow they to th' Almighty to reform, 
* a. 


The Bank of England. | 

+ Lord B. and Sir Richard S.s's conteſt for the charming prize 
is well known to the Opera Houfe. . 

1 A pretty black-eyed Figurante at the Opera, 

$ On the thankſgiving day at St. Paul's, ie 


„ 
If in his goodneſs only once, once more, 
He'll ſuffer them to clap a foot on ſhore. 


In calms, indeed, or gentle airs, 

They ne der on week ays peſter Heav'n with pray*rs ; 

For 'tis amongſt the Jacks a common ſaying, 

« Where there's no Ss (here; s no need of ra- 
„ 


One Sunday morning all were met 
To hear the parſon preach and pray, 
All but a boy, who, willing to forget 
That pray'rs were handing out, had ſtol'n 1 
And, thinking praying but a. uſeleſs taſk, 
Had crawl'd to take a nap, into a caſk. 


The boy was ſoon found miſling, and full ſoon 
The boatſwain's cat ſagacious ſmelt him out; 
Gave him a clawing to ſome tune 


This cat's a couſin Ger main to the Knout“. 


« Come out, you ſculking dog,” the doatſwain 0 | 
And fave your damn'd young ſinful ſoul;?? 
He then the moral mending cat apply'd, 


And turn d him like a badger from his hole. 


Sulky the boy march'd on, and did not mind him, 

Altho' the boatſwain flogging kept behind him: . 

« Flog,” cried the boy, flog —curſe me, flog 
awa 


„ I'll go—but mind—God mn me if PI pray." 


+ 


The KING of SPAIN and the HORSE. 


N ſev'nteen hundred ſev'nty eight, 
The rich, the proud, the potent King of Spain, 


A common bi! in Ruſſia. 
| Whoſe 
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' Whoſe anceſtors ſent forth their troops to ſmite 

The peaceful natives of the weſtern main, .. 
With faggots and the blood-delighting ſword, 
To play the devil, to oblige the Lord! 


For hunting, roaſting heretics, and boiling, 
Baking and barbecuing, frying, broiling, 
Was thought Heav'ns cauſe amazingly to further: 
For which moſt pious reaſon, hard to work, 
They went, with gun and dagger, knife and fork, 
To charm the God of mercy with their murtherl 


I ſay, this King in ſev'nty-eight furvey'd, 
In tapeſtry ſo rich, pourtray*d 
A horſe with ſtirrups, crupper, __ ſaddle: 
Within the ſtirrup, lo, the Monarch try'd 
To fix his foot the palfry to beſtride; 
In vain!— he could not o'er the palfry ſtraddle ! 1 


Stiff as a Turk the beaſt of yarn remain'd, - 

And ev'ry effort of the King diſdain'd, 

Who 'midſt his labours to the ground was tumbled, 
And greatly mortified, as well as humbled, 


Prodigious was 5 the ſtruggle of the day, 
The horſe attempted not to run away; 
At which the poor-chaf d Monarch now 'gan grin, 
And ſwore by ev'ry ſaint and holy martyr, 
He would not yield the traitor quarter, 
Until he got poſſeſſion of his ſkin. 


Not fiercer fam'd La Mancha's knight; 
Hight Quixote, at a puppet ſhow, 
Did with more valour ſtoutly fight, 
And terrify each little ſqueaking foe; 
When bold he pierc'd the lines, immortal fi ay! | 
And broke their paſteboard bones, and ſtabb d their 
hearts of hay, 


Not with more energy and fury 
The beauteous ſtreet- walker o Drury a 
3 : Attacks 
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Attacks a ſiſter of the ſmuggling trade, 
Whoſe winks, and nods, and ſweet reſiſtleſs * 
Ah, me! her paramour beguile, 8 
And to her bed of healthy ſtraw uade; 
Where mice with muſic charm, and vermin crawl, 
And ſnails with filver traces deck the wall. 


And-now a cane, and now a whip he us'd, | 
And now he kick'd, and ſore the palfry bruis'd; 
Yet, lo, the horſe ſeem'd patient at each kick, 
And bore with Chriſtian ſpirit whip and ſtick ; 


And what exceſſively provok*'d this Prince, 


The horſe ſo ſtubborn ſcorn'd ev'n once to wince. 


Now rufh'd the Monarch for a bow and arrow, 
To ſhoot the rebel like a fparrow ; g 
And lo, with ſhafts well ſteel'd, with all his force, | 
Juſt like a pincuſhion, he ſtuck the horſe ! | 


Now with the fury of the chaf*d wild boar, 
With nails and teeth the wounded horſe he tore; 
Now to the floor he brought the ſtubborn beaſt; 
Now o'er the vanquiſh'd horſe that dar'd rebel, 

Moſt Indian-like the Monarch gave a yell, 
Pleas'd on the quadruped his eyes to feaſt; 

Bleſt as Achilles when with fatal wound 

He brought the mighty Hector to the ne. 


Yet more to gratify his godlike i e, 

He vengeful flung the palfry in the fire! 

Showing his pages round, poor trembling things, 
How dang'rous to reſiſt the will of Kings. 


Vol. III. I, 9 Lord 
; * 
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Lord B. and the ENUNCI. 


LORD, moſt muſically mad, 

Yet with a taſte ſuperlatively bad, 

Aſk'd a ſqueal eunuch to his houſe one day 

A poor old / niir, whoſe throat J 

Had loſt its love-reſounding note, | * 
Which art had giv'n, and time had bora en 14 


« Signor Squalini, with a ſolemn air, So 
The Lord began, grave riſing from his. chair, 1 
Taking Squatini kindly by the hand; 5 
Signor Squalini, much I fear 
« Pye- got a moſt unlucky ear, 
% And that tis known to all the muſic band. 


« Fond of abuſe, each fidling coxcomb carps, 
« And, true it is, I don't know flats from ſhayps: 
« Indeed, Signor Squalini, 'tis no hum; 
« 80 ill doth muſic with my organs ſuit, 
« J ſcarcely know a fiddle from a flute, 
The hautbois from the double drum. 
% Now tho” with Lords, a number of this nation, 
40 T go to op'ras, more through faſhion 
« Than for the love of muſic, I could wiſh 
«-The world might think 1 had ſome little taſte, 
« That thoſe two ears were tolerably chaſte, 
« But, Sir, I am as ſtupid as a fiſh. 


« Get me the credit of a Cogngſcente, 
Gold ſhan't be wanting to content ye.“ 


« Braviſfimo! my Lor, replied Squalini, 
With acquieſcent bow, and ſmile of ſitavity; 
De nobleman muſs never look de ninny. 
« True,” cry'd the noble Lord, with German gra- 
vity. 
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„My Lor, ven men vant money in der purſe, 
« Dey do no vant de vorld to tink dem poor, 


« Becauſe, my Lor, dat be von ſhabby curſe; 
„% Dis all ſame ting wid ignoraunce, my Lor.“ 


« Right,” cry'd his Lordſhip in a grumbling tone, 
Much like a maſlitf jealous of his bone. 


But firſt I want ſome technicals, Signor“ 
Bowing, the Eunuch anſwered, —* Is, my Lot; 
&« ] teaſh your Lorſhip queekly, queekly, all, 
« Dere vat be call de /effenuto note, 
«+ Dat be ven finger oppen vide de troat, 
And den for lang time make de {quaw!l-——- 
„ Muth long, long note, dat do continue while 
„A man, my Lor, can valk a mile, 


« My Lor, der likewiſe be de cromatique, 
« As if de ſinger vas in greef, or ſick, 
„% And had de colick—dat be ver, ver fine 
% De high, oh, dat muſician call graue; 
«© De low voice, baſs; de ſoff note, piano 
% Bravoura, queek, bold—here Marcheſi ſhine. 


4 Dis Mara, too, and Billington, do know-—— . 
% Allegro, quick; Adagio, be de flow; 

„ Pompeſo, dat be manner make de roar : 
« Macſteſo, dat be grand and nobel ting, 
« Muſh like de voice of Emperor, or de King! 

Or you, my Lor, | | 

& When in de houſe you make de grand oration, 
% For fave, my Lor, de noble Englis nation.“ 


Thus having giv*n his leſſon, and a bow, 

With high complacency his Lordſhip ſmil'd: 

Unravell'd was his Locdſhip's pucker'd brow, 
His ſcouling eye, like Luna's beams, ſo mild: 


Such is th' effect, when Alatt'ries ſweet cHole 
That praiſe-admiring wight yclep'd the ſoul; _ 
And from the days of Adam 'tis the caſe, 
That great's the ſympathy 'twixt ſoul and face. 
| L2. 4 Signer 
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“Signor Squalini,“ cry'd the Lord, 
The op'ra is begun, upon my Word 
„% Allons, Signor, and hear me— mind, 
« As ſoon as ever you ſhall find 
A ſinger's voice above or under pitch, 
Juſt touch my toe, or give my arm a twitch. “ 


« Ifs, iſs, my Lor, (the eunuch ſtraight reply'd) 
*I ſheet cloſe by your Lorſhip fide ; 

© And den, accordin to your Lorſhip wiſh, 

&« I give your Lorſhip elþow littel twiſh.”? 


Now to the opera, muſic's ſounds to hear, 
The old Caſtrato and the noble Peer 
Proceeded Near the orcheſtra they ſat, 
Before the portals of the fingers” throats ! 
The critic couple mouſing for bad notes 
With all the keeneſs of a hungry cat. 


Now came an out-of-tuniſh not _ 
I be Eunuch twitch'd his Lordſhip's coat: 
Full-mouth'd at once his Lordſhip's roar'd out 
40 12 | 
pſha! ; 3 
The orcheſtra, amaz'd, turn round 
To find from whence aroſe the critic ſound, 


When, lo! they heard the Lord, and ſaw! | 


The Eunuch kept moſt lily twitching, 

His frowning Lordſhip all the while, 

(Not in the cream of courtly ſtile) 
Be- dogging this poor finger, that be-bitching, 
Uniting too, a hoſt of damning pſhas, 
And reap'd a plenteous harveſt of applauſe: 
Grew from that hour a Lord of tuneful ſkill, 
And tho” the Eunuch's dead, remains fo ſtill: 


To 


* 
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+ TO THE 


ACADEMICIANS. 


UPPOSE you paint the Dev*l with ſmiling mien, 

Whiſp'ring deceit to any King or Queen, | 

Tis what the prince of ſoot hath often done 
For lo, with many a King and many a Queen, 

In cloſe confab the gentleman is ſeen 9% 

With ſuch hath Satan oft a world of fun 
More fun, or diadems are much bely'd, 

Than all the little under world vefide ! 


The Dev'l's a fellow of much ſterling humour, 
It we may credit public rumour; 
And all ſo civil in each a& and look, 
That whenſoever we incline 
On ſome rare diſh of fin to dine, 
We can't employ a nicer cook. 


Who, too, ſo generous diſdains 
To take a ſixpence for his paius 
Nay, at our money would be vext; 
Happy to pleaſe us gratis with his art, 
Provided, when from this world we depart, 
We join his fire-fide in the next. = 
Like Glouceſter, who for pay can leave his party, 
Some years ago I join'd his corps ſo hearty, 
Thinking the Prince of Ere us ill treated: 
Fir'd by the ſubjeR in my rhyming mode, 
I complimented Satan with an ode, 
Which, for the bruſhmen's. ſake, ſhall be repeated; 


'L 3 ODE 
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ODE TO THE DEVI 1. 
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The Devil is not ſo black as he is painted. 


Ingratam Odi. 


PRINCE of the dark abodes! I ween 
Your Highneſs ne'er till now hath ſeen 
Yourſelf in metre ſhine; 
Ne'er heard a ſong with praiſe ſincere, 
Sweet warbled on your ſmutty ear, 
Before this Ode of mine. 


Perhaps the reaſon is too plain, 

Thou trieſt to ſtarve the tuneful train, 
Of potent verſe afraid! 

And yet I yow, in all my time, 

I've not beheld a ſingle rhyme 
That ever ſpoil'd thy trade. 


I've often read thoſe pious whims—— 
John Weſley's ſweet damnation hymns, 
That chant of heav'nly riches. 
What have they done ?—thoſe heav'nly ſtrains. 
Devoutly ſqueez'd from canting brains, 


But fill'd John's earthly breeches ; 


There's not a ſho@black in the land, 
So humbly at the world's command, 
As thy old cloven foot; 
Like lightning doſt thou fly, when call'd, 
And yet no pickpocket's fo maul'd 
As thou, O Prince of Soot! 


What thouſands hourly bent on ſin, 
With ſupplication call thee in, 


To 
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To aid them to purſue it; 
Vet, when 1 _ a lie 
Ripe at their fingers en y. 
Pe. The Devil made mie do 0m 


Behold the fortunes that are made, . 
By men through roguiſn tricks in trade? 
Yet all to thee are owing=— 
And tho? we meet it ev'ry day, 
The ſneaking raſcals dare not ſay, 
This is the Devil's doing. 
As to thy company, I'm ſure, 
No man can ſhun thee on that ſcore; 
The very beſt is thine : 
With Kings, Queens, Miniſters of State, 
Lords, Ladies, I have feen thee great, 
And many a grave Divine. 


I'm ſorely griev'd at times to find, 
The very inſtant thou art kind, 
Some people ſo uncivil, 
When aught offends, with face awry, 
With baſe ingratitude to 175 
I wiſh it to the devil.“ 


Hath ſome poor blockhead got a wife, 
To be the torment of his life, 

By one eternal yell; : 
The fellow cries out coarſely, . Zounds, 
« I'd give this moment twenty pounds 

« To ſee the jade in hell.“ 


Shou'd Heav'n their pray'rs fo ardent grant, 
Thou never company wouldft want 
To make thee downright mad; 
For mind me, in their wiſhing mood, 
They never offer thee what's good, 
But ev'ry thing that's bad. 


My honeſt anger boils to view 
A ſnuffling, long-tac'd, canting crew, 
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So much thy humble debtors, 
Ruſhing, on Sundays, one and all, 
With deſp'rate pray'rs'thy head to maul, 

And thus abuſe their betters. 


To ſetze one day in ey'ry week, 

Oa thee their black abuſe to wreak, 
By whom their ſouls are fed 

Each minute of the other ſix, 

With ev*ry joy that heart can fix, 
Is impudence indeed! 


Bluſhing I own thy pleaſing art 

Hath oft ſeduc'd my vagrant heart, 
And led my ſteps to joy 

The charms of beauty have been mine; 

And let me call the merit thine, » 
Who broughtſt the lovely toy. 


No, Satan——if I aſk thy aid, 


To give my arms the blooming maid, 


I will not, thro' the nation all, 
Proclaim thee (like a graceleſs imp). 
A vile old good-for-nothing pimp, 
But ſay, „tis thy vocation, Hal.” 


Since truth muſt out I ſeldom knew 
What 'twas high pos to purſue, 

Till thou hadſt won my hear. 
So ſocial were we both together, 
And beat the hoof in ev'ry weather, 

I never wiſh'd to part. 


Yet when a child—good Lord! I thought 
That thou a pair of horas hadſt got, 
With eyes like faucers ſtaring ! 
And then a pair of ears ſo ftout, 
A monſtrous tail and hairy ſnout, 
With claws beyond comparing. 


Taught to avoid the paths of evil, 
By day I us'd to dread the Devil, 
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And trembling when 'twas night, 
Methought I faw thy horns and ears, 
Then ſung or whiſtled to my fears, 

And ran to chace my fright. 


And ev'ry night I went to bed, 
I {weated with a conſtant dread, 

And crept beneath the rug; | 
There, panting, thought that in my ſleep 
Thou lily in the dark wouldſt creep, 

And eat me, tho? ſo ſnug. 


A haberdaſher's ſhop is thine, 
With fins of all forts, coarſe and fine, 
* To apr man _ maid; 
y wares they buy, with open eyes; 
How cruel then, with conſtant _ 
To vilify thy trade! 


To ſpeak the truth, indeed, I'm loath— 

Life's deem'd a mawkiſh diſh of broth 
Without thy aid, old Sweeper: 

So mawkiſh, few will put it down, 

E'en from the cottage to the crown, 
Without thy ſalt and pepper. 


O Satan, whatſoever geer 

Thy Proteus form. chuſe to wear, 
Black, red, or blue, or yellow; 

Whatever 1 may ſay, 

They think thee (truſt my honeſt lay) 
A moſt bewitching fellow. 


Tis order'd (to deaf ears alas!) 


To praiſe the bridge o'er which we paſs ; 


Yet often I diſcover  _ 
A numerous band who daily make 
An eaſy bridge of thy poor back, 


Why art thou then with cap in hand, | 
Obſequious to a graceleſs band, 


| 
| 

| 

| 
| 

| 

| 


| 
| 
| 
; 
| 
| 
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Whoſe ſouls are ſcarce worth taking? 
O Prince, purſue but my advice, 
Il teach your Highneſs in a trice 
To ſet them all a quaking. 


Plays, op'ras, maſquerades, deſtroy ;- 
Lock up each charming fille de joie; 
Give race horſes the glander—— 
The dice box break, and burn each card 
Let virtue be its own: reward 
And gag the mouth of ſlander ! 


In one week's time, I'll lay my life, 

There's not a man, nor maid, nor wife, 
That will not glad agree, 

If thou wilt charm em as before, 

To ſhow their noſe at church no more, 
But quit their God fer thee. 


Tis now full time my ode ſhould end: 
And now I tell thee like a friend, 
Howe'*er the world may ſcout thee ; 
Thy ways are all ſo wondrous winning . 
And folks ſo very-fond of finning, 1 
They cannot do without thee. 


' THE” 


TENDBR HUSBAND: 


O, to the cruel hand of Fate, Soto in 
My poor dear Grizzle, meek - ſoul'd mate, 
Reſigns her tuneful breath 5 
Tho dropp'd her jaw, her lip, tho! pale, 
And blue each harmleſs finger nail, 
She's beautiful in death. 
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As o'er her lovely limbs I weep, . 
I ſcarce can think her but aſleep  * | 
How wonderfully tame! © © ae 
And yet her voice is really gone, A 
And dim thoſe eyes that lately ſhone 
With all the lightning's flame. 


Death was, indeed, a daring wight, 
To take it in his head to ſmite 
To lift his dart to hit her; 

For as ſhe was ſo great a woman, 

And car'd a ſingle fig for no man, 
I thought he fear'd to meet her. 


Still is that voice of late ſo ſtrong, 
That many a ſweet Capriccio ſung, 
: And beat in ſounds the ſpheres? 
No longer muſt thoſe fingers play 
Britons ſtrike home, that many a day 
Have ſooth'd my raviſh'd ears? 


Ah me! indeed I'm much inclin'd 
To think I now might ſpeak my mind, [1 
Nor hurt her dear repoſe; | | 
Nor think I now with rage ſhe'd roar, | 
Were I to put my fingers o'er, | 
And touch her precious noſe. | | 


Here let me philoſophic pauſe 
How wonderful are Nature's laws, 
When Lady's breath retires, 
Its fate the flaming paſhons ſhare, 
Supported by a little air, 
Like culinary fires! 


| Whene'er I hear the bagpipe's note, 

Shall Fancy fix on Grizzle's throat, 
And loud inſtructise lungs; 

O Death, in her, tho? only one, 1 

Are loft a thouſand charms unknown, FA 


At leaſt a thoufand tongues, 
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Soon as I heard her laſt ſweet ſigh, 
And ſaw her gently-cloſing eye, 
How great was my ſurpriſe! 
Yet have I not, with impious breath, 
Accus'd the hard decrees of death, 
Nor blam'd the righteous ſkies. 


Why do I groan in deep deſpair, 
Since ſhe'll be ſoon — angel fair? 
Ah! why my boſom ſmite? 
Could grief my Grizzle's life reſtore 
But let me give ſuch ravings 0'er— 
Whatever is, is right. 


Oh, Doctor! you are come too late; 
No more of phyſic's virtues prate, 
That could not fave my lamb : 
Not one more bolus ſhall be giv'n 
You ſhall not ope her mouth, by heav'n, 
And Grizzle's gullet cram. 


Enough of boluſſes, poor heart, 
And pills, ſhe took to load a cart, 
Before ſhe clos'd her eyes; 
But now my word is here a law, 
Zounds! with a bolus in her jaw, 
She ſhall not ſeek the ſkies. 


Good Sir, good Doctor, go away; 
'To hear my fighs you mult not ſtay, 
For this my poor loſt treaſure: 

I thank you for your pains and ſkill ; 

When next you come, pray bring your bill; 
P11 pay it, Sir, with pleaſure. | 

k — — 

Ye friends who come to mourn her doom, 

For God's ſake gently tread the room, 
Nor call her from the hleſt 

In ſofteſt ſilence drop the tear, 

Ia whiſpers breathe the fervent pray'r, 

To bid her ſpirit reſt. | | 
Repreſs 
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Reprels the ſad, the wounding fcream; 
I cannot bear a grief extreme: ' 
Enough one little figh—— 
Beſides, the loud alarm of grief, 
In many a mind may ſtart belief, 
Our noiſe is all a lie. 


Good nurſes, ſhroud my lamb with care; | 
Her limbs, with gentleſt fingers, ſpare, 775 
Her mouth, ah! ſlowly cloſe; 
Her mouth a magic tongue that held 
Whoſe ſofteſt tone, at times, compell'd, 
To peace, my loudeſt woes. 


And, carpenter, for my fad fake, 
Ot ſtouteſt oak her coftin make 
I'd not be ſtingy, ſure 
Procure of ſteel the ſtrongeſt ſcrews; 
For who wou'd paltry pence refuſe 
To lodge his wife ſecure ? 


Ye people who the corpſe convey, 
With caution tread the doleful way, 
Nor ſhake her precious head; 
Since Fame reports a coffin toſt, 
With careleſs 3 againſt a poſt, 
Did once diſturb the re] ou 


Farewel, my love, for ever loſt! 

Ne'er troubled be thy gentle ghoſt, 
That I again will wo — 

By all our paſt delights, my dear, | 

No more the marriage chain I'll Wear... 
Px take me if I doo | 1 
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THE 


SOLDIER and the VIRGIN MARY. 


| A TALE. | 
SOLDIER at Loretto's wond'rous chapel, 
Fa 


To parry from his ſoul the wrath divine, 
at follow'd mother Eve's unlucky apple, 
Did viſit oft the Virgin Mary's ſhrine; 
Who ev'ry day is gorgeouſly deck'd out, 
In filks or velvets, jewels, great and ſmall, 
Juſt like a fine young lady for a rout, 
A concert, opera, wedding, or a ball. 


At firſt the Soldier at a diſtance kept, 

Begging her vote and intereſt in heav'n—— 
With ſeeming bitterneſs the finner wept, 
Wirung his two hands, and hop'd to be forgiv? n: 
Dinn'd her two ears with Ave-Mary flummery! 

Leclar'd what miracles the dame could do, 

Ev'n with her garter, ſtocking, or her ſhoe, 
And ſuch like OS mummery. 


What anſwer Ma gave the wheedling ſinner, 
Who, nearly, —.— nearly mov K to win her, 
The mouth of hiſt'ry doth. not mention, 

And therefore I « can't tell but by invention, 


One day as he was making love and praying, 

And pious Aves, thick as herrings, ſaying, NT” 
And fins ſo manifold confeſſing; | 

He drew, as if to whiſper, very near, 

And twitch'd a pretty diamond from her ear, 

Inſtead of taking the good lady's bleſhug. 


Then off he ſet with nimble ſhanks, 
Nor once turn'd back to give her thanks: pe 
A hue and cry the thief purſu'd, 4 
Who, to his * ſoon underſtood 


That 
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That he was not beyond the claw 
Of that ſame long arm'd giant chriſten'd Law. 


With horror did his Judges quake 
As for the tender-conſcienc'd Jury, 
They doom'd him quickly to the ſtake, 
Such was their dev'liſh pious fury. 


However, after calling him hard names, 
They aſk'd if ought he had in vindication, 

To fave his wretched body from the flames, 
Ard finful foul from terrible damnation. 


The Soldier anſwer'd them with much /ang fred 
Which ſhow'd, of fin, a conſcience void, 
That if they meant to kill him, they might kill: 
As for the diamond which they found about him, 
He hop'd they would by no means doubt him, 
That Madam gave it him from pure good will. 


The anſwer turn'd both Judge and Jury pale: 
The puniſhment was for a time deferr'd, 
Until his Holineſs ſhould hear the tale, 
And his infallibility be heard. 


The Pope, to all his Counſellors, made known 
This ſtrange affair—to Cardinals and Friars, 

Good pious gentlemen, who ne'er were known 
To act like bypocrites, and thieves, and liars. 

The queſtion now was banded to and fro, 

It Mary had the pow'r to give, or no. 


That Mary could not give it, was to ſay, 
The wonder-working Lady wanted pow'r—— 
This was a ſtumbling block that ſtopp'd the way 
This made Pope, Cardinals, and Friars, low'r. 


To fave the Virgin's credit, lo! | 
And keep fecute the di*monds that were left; 
They faid, ſhe might, indeed, the gem beſtow, 
And conſequently it might be no theft 
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But then they paſs'd immediately an act, 

That ev'ry one diſcover'd in the fact, 

Of taking preſents from the Virgin's hand, 

Or from the Saints of any land, 

Should know no mercy, but be led to ſlaughter, 
Flay'd here, and fry'd eternally hereafter. 


Ladies, I deem the moral much too clear 
To need poetical aſſiſtance; 
Which bids you not let men approach too near, 
But keep the faucy fellows at a diſtance ; 
Since men you find, ſo bold, are apt to ſeize 
Jewels from ladies, ev'n upon their knees} 


. 4 


AN ODE TO EIGHT CATS, 
| BELONGING -TO | 
ISRAEL MENDEZ, A JEW, 


Scene, the Street in & Country Town. 


The Tmaz, Midnight—the Poet at his Chamber Window. 


INGERS of Iſrael, Oh ye fingers ſweet, 
Who, with your gentle mouths from ear to ear, 
Pour forth rich ſymphonies from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
And to the fleepleſs wretch the night endear ! 


To; in my ſhirt, on you theſe eyes I fix, 7 
Admiring much the quaintneſs of your tricks! 
Your friſkings, crawlings, ſquawls, I much ap- 
' prove; | 
Your ſpittings, pawings, high-rais'd rumps, _ 1 * 
Swell'd tails, and merry-andrew jumps, n 
+ With the wild minſtrelſy of rapt'rous love. 


How 
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How ſweetly roll your gooſeb'rry eyes, 
As loud you tune your am'rous cries, -- | 

And, loving, ſcratch each other black and blue! 
No boys in wantonneſs now bang your backs, 
No curs, nor fiercer maitiffs, tear your flax, 

But all the moon light world ſeems made for you. 


Singers of Iſrael, you no parſons want 
To tie the matrimonial cord; 
You call the matrimon'al ſervice, cant 
Like our firft parents, take each other's word: 
On no one ceremony pleas'd to fix —— 
To j Jong not even o'er two ſticks, 


You want no  forultars. alas! 
Spit, ſpoon, diſh, frying-pan, nor ladle! 
No iron, pewter, copper, tin, or braſs: 
No _ wet or dry, nor cradle, 
Which cuſtom, for our Chi iſtian babes, enjoins, - 
To rock the ſtaring oftspring of your loins. 


Nor of the lawyers have you need, 

Ye males, before you ſeek your bed, 
To ſettle pin-money on Mad um: | 

No fears of cuckoldum, heav'n bleſs ye, 

Are ever harbour'd to diſtreſs ye, 
Tormenting people ſince the days of Adam. 


No ſchools you want for fine behiving, 
No powdering, painting, waſhing, ſhaving 
No nightcaps ſnug ao trouble in undrefling 2 
Before you ſeek your ſtrawy neſt, 
Pleas'd in each other's arms to reſt; 
To feaſt on Love, heav' us greateſt bleiling, 


Good gods; ye fweet love-chanting rams! 
How nimble are you with your hams by 
To mount a houſe, to ſcale a chimney top; 

And, peeping down that chimney's hole, 
Pour in a tuneful cry, th' impaſſion'd ſoul, 
WH Miſs Grimalkin to come up: 
33 Who, 
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Who, ſweet obliging female, far from coy, 
Anſwers your invitation note with joy, 2 
And ſcorning *midſt the aſhes more to mope ; 
Lo! born on Love's all-daring wing, 
She mounteth with a pickle-herring ſpring, 
Without th? aſſiſtance of a rope. 
Dear mouſing tribe, my limbs are waxing cold 
Singers of Iſrael ſweet, adieu, adieu! 
I do ſuppoſe you need not now be told 
Now much I wiſh that I was one of you. 


— — 


SONG To DELIA. 


ORLORN I ſeek the filent ſcene, 
To keep the image of my fair; 
ale o'er the ſountain's brink J lean, 
And view the ſpectre of deſpair. 


Why ſhould my heart forget it's woe ? 
The virgin would have mourn'd for me 
O nymph, th' eternal tear ſhall flow; E 
Th' ſigh unceaſing breathe of thee. 


Forgetful of his parted maid, 

Too many an unfeeling ſwain 
Forſakes of ſolitude the hade, 

For Pleaſure's gay and wanton train. 


Vet, yet of conſtancy they boaſt! —— 


Their eaſy hearts their tongues belie 


Who loves, reveres the fair one's ghoſt, 


And ſeeks a pleaſure in a ſigh, 


ir 


Sir J. BANKS and the THIEFTAKERS. 
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Went forth one day, amidſt the laughing fields, 


Of which the nation's field ſhould oft be weeded. 
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IR Joſeph, fav'rite of great Queens and Kings, 
Whoſe wiſdom, weed and inſect hunter ſings; 
And ladies fair applaud, with ſmile ſo dimpling; 


Where Nature ſuch exhauſtleſs treature yields, 
A fimpling ! : 


Tt happen'd on the ſelf-fame morn ſo bright, 
The nimble pupils of Sir Sampſon Wright, A 
A ſimpling too for plants call'd Thieves proceeded; 


Now did a thieftaker ſo fly, 
Peep o'er a hedge with cunning eye, 
And quick eſpy'd the Knight with ſolemn air, 
Deep in a dſtch where watercreſſes grow; 
On which he to his comrades cry'd, © See, ho!” 
Then jump'd (unſportſman like) upon his hare. 


Hare-like Sir Joſeph did not ſqueak, but bawl'd, 
With dread prodigiouſly appall'd—— 
The thieftakers no ceremony us'd; 
But taking poor Sir Joſeph by the neck, 
They bade him ſpeak; | 
But firſt with names their captive Knight abus'd. 
„Sir, what d'ye take me for?” the Knight ex- 
| claim'd | | 
A thief,” replv'd the runners with a curſe: 
« And now, Sir, let us ſearch you, and be damn'd”—. 
And then they ſearch'd his pockets, fobs, and purſe; 


But 'ſtead of piſtol dire, and crape, .2 
A pocket handkerchieſ they caſt their eye on, || 
Containing frogs and toads of various ſhape, : 2 | 
Dock, daiſy, nettletop, and dandelion, : 
To entertain, with great propriety, 
The members of his ſage ſociety ; 


Yet. 
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Yet would not alter they their ſtrong belief, 
That this their pris'ner was no thief! 


« Sirs, I'm no highwayman,” exclaim'd the Knight 
« Noe—there,” rejoin'd the runners, © you are right— 
« A footpad only—Yes, we know your trade — 
& Yes, you're a pretty babe of grace: 
We want no proofs, Old Codyer, but your face; 
“ So come along with us, Old Blade-” 


Twas uſeleſs to reſiſt, or to complain 
In vain, Sir Joſeph pleaded—'twas in vain 
That he was highly titled, that he ſwore 
The inſtant that poor Banks his titles counted, 
Which to an F. R. S. and Knight amounted, | 
His guardians laugh'd, and clapp'd. and cry'd, “en- 


core. 


Sir Joſeph told them, that a neighb'ring Squire 
Should anſwer for it that he was no thiek: 
On which they plumply damn'd him for a lyar, 
And ſaid ſuch ſtories ſhould not ſave his beef; 
And if they underſtood their trade, 
His mittzzms would ſoon be made; 
And forty pounds be theirs, a pretty ſum, 
For ſending ſuch a rogue to kingdom come. 


Now to the Squire mov'd pris'ner Knight and Co. 
Fhe runners taking him in tow, 1 
Like privateers of Britain's warlike nation, 
Towing a French Eaſt-Indiaman, their prize, 
So dlack, and of enormous ſize, 
Safe into port for condemnation. 


Whether they ty'd bis hands behind his back, 
For fear the Knignt might run away, 

And made, indelicate, his breeches ſlack, 

| We've no authority to ſay, a 


And nov the country Ter. le gather'd round, 
And ſtar'd upon the Knight in thought — 
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Not on the ſyſtem of Linnæus thinking 
Fancying they 1aw a rogue in ev'ry feature; —— 
Such is the populace's horrid nature 
Tow'rds people thro? misfortune finking, 


At length, amidſt much mob and mire, 

Indeed amidſt- innumerable ranks, 
Fatigu'd, they reach'd the manſion of the Squire, 
Jo prove th' identity of Joſeph Banks. 


Now to the Squire, familiar bow'd the Knight, 
Who knew dir Joſeph at firſt ſight 

What's ſtrongly mark'd, is quickly known agen— 
And with a frown that awe and dread commanded, 
The thieftakers ſeverely reprimanded | 

For thus miſtaking gentlemen, 


Then bade them aſk a pardon on their knees, 
Of him that was a Knight and F. R. 8s. 
Who, rather than the higher pow'rs diſpleaſe, 

Imagin'd that they could not well do ſeſs 


Then on their knuckles rais'd they hands and eyes, 
And crav'd Sir Joſeph's pardon for belief, 

That when they jump'd upon him by ſurpriſe, 
They took ſo great a gemman for a thief, 

Hoping to mind th' advice of godly books, 
Vix. not to judge of people by their looks, 


- 
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SOLOMON and the MOUSE-TRAP.. , 


MAN in rather an exalted ſtation, 


Whoſe eyes are always eyes of admiration, * 


Without diſtinction, fond of all things novel, 

Ev'n from the lofty ſceptre to the ſhovel 

jo like ſtray d bullocks faunt'ring through the lanes, 
ade frequent curioſity campaigus; | 


Somo- 
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Sometimes caught graſshoppers - now more profound, 
Would ſometimes find a pin upon the ground; 
Where if che head towards him happ'd to point, 
His mind was wonderfully ſtruck 
Indeed he felt a joy in ev'ry joint, 
Becauſe it always brings good luck. 


This gentleman, high Solomon, one day, 
In queſt of novelty purſu'd his way; 
Like great Columbus, that fam'd navigator 
Who found the world we've loſt acroſs the water; 
But rather on a ſomewhat narrower ſcale, 
Lo! on dry land the gentleman ſet fail—— 
That day it chanc'd to be his wil}, 
To make diſcoveries at Salthill; 

Where bounce he hopp'd into a widow's houſe, 
Whoſe hands were both employ'd ſo clever, 
Doing their very beſt endeavour | 

To catch that vile free-booter, Monſieur Mouſe; 
Whoſe death ſhe oft did moſt devoutly pray for, 
Becauſe he eat the meat he could not pay for: 


Reſembling Chriſtians in that ſaving trick, 
Who, wanting to obtain good cheer, 
Invented an ingenious ſcheme calld ict, 
That purchaſes, like money, beef and beer: 
Poſleſs'd of ict, for caſh man need not range, 
Nor toil in taking or in giving change. 


Eager did Solomon ſo curious op 
His rare round optics on the wondrous trap 
That did the duty of a cat; 
And always fond of uſeful information, 
Thus wiſely ſpoke he with vociferation, 12 
* What's that? — What, what? haz, he; what's 
that - L ö 


To whom, reply'd the miſtreſs of the houſe, 
& A trap, an't pleaſe you, Sir, to catch a mouſe.“ 


« Mouſe!—catch a mouſe!” ſaid Solomon with glee— 
« Let's fee—let's ſee—'tis comical—let's fee——— 
; . | « Mouſe! 
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* Mouſe!—mouſe! —then pleas'd his eyes began to 
roll — 
„Where, where doth he go in?” he marveling 


cry'd 

“ There,“ pointing to the hole, the dame reply'd.—— 

„What 8 cry'd Solomon; © this hole, this 
hole ? 


Then in he puſh'd his finger midſt the wire, 

That with ſuch pains that finger did inſpire, 
He wiſh'd it out again with all his ſoul: 

However, by a little ſquawl and ſhaking, 

He freed his finger from its piteous taking 
That is to ſay, he got it from the hole. 


« What makes the mouſe, pray, go into the FRO 
« Something _e cry'd) that muſt their palates 
leaſe.“ 
« Yes, (anfwer'd tl the fair woman) Sir, a ſcrap 
« Of ruſty bacon, or of toaſted cheeſe.” 


* Oh! oh! (faid Solomon) oh! oh! oh! oh! 
„ Yes, yes, I ſee the meaning of it now 
The mouſe goes in, a rogue, to ſteal the meat, 

* Thinking to give his gums a pretty treat.“ 

Then laugh'd he loudly, ſtretch'd his mouth a mile, 
Which made the muſcles of the widow ſmile. 


« Let's ſee, let's ſee, cry'd Solomon—* let's fre 
« Let me, Jet me, let me, let me, let me, let me,” 
Then took he up ſome bacon, and did clap 

A little lice ſo clever in the trap. 

Thus did he by his own advice, 

Induce himſelf to bait a trap for mice! 


| Now home he hied ſo nimbly, whelm'd with glory, 

And told his ſamily the wondrous ſto 

About the widow's cheeſe and bacon ſcrap! 

Nought ſuffer*'d he to occupy his . 

Save mouſe ideas, till he went to bedl, 
Where bleſt he dreamt all 3 about the trap. 


Here 


: 
' 
| 


How like to Tamerlane the great, 


I 

Here let me pauſe, and Heav'n's great goodneſs 
chaunt 
How kind it is in gracious Heav'n to grant 
To full-grown gentlefolks of lofty ſtation, 

A pow'r of reliſhing moſt trifling things, 
Pleaſures ordain'd for brats in leading ſtrings, 

By way of happy harmleſs relaxation! 


Next day the man of wiſdom came, 

All glorious, to the houſe of this fair dame, 
To know if Maſter Mouſe had ſmelt to bacon; 

When, lo! to fill with joy his eager eyes, 


And load thoſe ſtaring optics with ſurpriſe, 


A real mouſe was abſolutely taken! 


Not more did Rodney's joy this man's ſurpaſs, 

When in his cabin firſt he ſaw De Graſſe! 

Not more the hair-brain'd Macedonian boy, 

Leap'd, like a Bedlamite, for joy, 

Than Solomon to ſee the mouſe in jail! 

Not Alexander, foe of great Darius, - 

(Men that with rich comparifon ſupply us) 
When bleſt he caught the Perſian by the tail. 


Around the room the mouſe he bore, 
Inſulting the poor pris'ner o'er and o'er; 
Langhing and peeping through the wire, 
As it his eyes and mouth would never tire! 


* 


Pofleſs'd of moſt unlucky Bajazet, 
Who kept the vanquiſh'd hero in a cage; 


Mock'd him before his mighty hoſt, 


With cruel names and threats, and grin and boaſt, 


And daily thus indulg'd imperial rage! 


Now o'er the widow's cat, poor watching pus, 
He triumph'd too, and aſk'd the cat, . 


When he would act heroically thus 


And if he dar'd to venture on a rat. 
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To whom the cat, as if in anſwer, mew'd, 
Which made the man of wiſdom cry, „ Oh! oh!“ 
As if with knowledge of cat ſpeech endu'd 
He thought that puſs had anſwer'd © No.” 
On which he laugh'd, and much enjoy'd the joke ——= 
Then told the widow what the cat had ſpoke. 


Six days the man of wiſdom went 

Triumphant to Salthill, with big intent, 
To catch the bacon-ſtealing mouſe: 

Six mice ſucceſſively proclaim'd his art, 

With which, ſafe pocketed, he did depart, 
And ſhow'd to all his much-aſtoniſh'd hauſe. 


But pleaſures will not lafl for aye ; 
Witneſs the ſequel of my lay 
The widow's vanity, her ſex's flaw, 

Much like the vanity of other people — 
A vapour, like the blaſt that lifts a ſtraw, 

As high, or higher, than Saint Martin's ſteeple ; 


This vanity then kidnapp'd her diſcretion, 
Deiign'd by God Almighty for her guard; 

And of its purpoſe got the full completion, 

And all the widow's future glories marr'd: 


For, lo! by this ſame vanity impell'd, 
And to a middle-fiz'd balloon, 

With gas of conſequence ſublimely ſwell'd, 
She burſted with th' important ſecret ſoon. 


Loud laugh'd the tickled people of Salthill—— 
Loud laugh'd the merry Windſor folks around 
This was to Solomon an ugly pill. 
Her fatal error ſoon the widow found 
For Solomon relinquiſh'd mouſe campaign, 
Nor deign'd to bait the widow's trap again! 


Vor. III. = PETI- 
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PETITION To TIME, 


In Favour of the Dutcheſs of Devonſhire. 


OO long, O Time, in Bienſeance's ſchool, 
Have I been bred to call thee an old fool ; 
Yet take I liberty to let thee know, 
That I have always thought thee ſo: 
Full old art thou to have more ſenſe 
Then, with an 1dle cuſtom, Time, diſpenſe. 


Thou really acteſt now, like little miſſes, 
Who, when a pretty doll they make, 
Their curious fingers itch to take 
The pretty image all to pieces: 
Thus, after. thou haſt form'd a charming fair, 
Thou canſt not quit her for thy ſoul, 
Till, meddling, thou haſt ſpoiPd her bloom and air, 
And dimm'd her eye, with radiance taught to roll. 


But not forbear ſuch doings, I deſire 
Hurt not the form that all admire — 

Oh, never with white hairs her temple ſprinkle 
Oh, ſacred be her cheek, her lip, her bloom, 
And do not, in a lovely dimple's room, 

Place a hard mortifying wrinkle. 


Know, ſhouldſt thou bid the beauteous Dutcheſs fade 
Thon, therefore, muſt thy own delights invade; 

And know, 'twill be a long, long while, 

Before thou giv*ſt her equal to our ifle——— 

Then do not with this ſweet chef 4 ewwvre part, 

But keep, to ſhow the triumph of thy art, 


Cs I 


OECONOMY: 


ECONOMY's a very uſeful broom ; 
Yet ſhould not ceaſeleſs hunt about the room 
To catch each ſtragling pin to make a plumb 
Too oft Oeconomy's an iron vice, 
That ſqueezes ev'n the little guts of mice, 
That peep with fearful eyes, and aſk a crumb. 


Proper Oeconomy's a comely thing 
Good in a ſubject better in a king; | 
Yet pufh'd too far, it dulls each finer feeling 
Moſt eaſily inclin'd to make folks mean! 
Inclines them too to villany to lean, 
To over-reaching, perjury, and ſtealing. 


Ev'n when the heart ſhould only think of grief, 
It creeps into the boſom like a thief, 

And ſwallows up th' affections all ſo mild 
Witneſs the Jeweſs, and her only Child, 


Tau: JEWESS Axp ues SON, 


OOR Miſtreſs Levi had a luckleſs ſon, 
Who, ruſhing to obtain the foremoſt ſeat, 

In imitation of th' ambitious great, 
High from the gall'ry, ere the play begun, 

He fell all plump into the pit, | 

Dead in a minute as a nit: 

In ſhort, he broke his pretty Hebrew neck ; 
Indeed and very dreadful was the wreck! 


The mother was diſtracted, raving, wild 
Shriek'd, tore her hair, embrac'd and kiſo'd her child 
N 2 | Afflicted 
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Afflicted every heart with grief around: 
Soon as the ſhow'r of tears was ſomewhat paſt, 


And moderately calm th' hyſteric blaſt, 
She caſt about her eyes in thought profoun:: 


And being with a ſaving knowledge bleſs'd, 
She thus the playhouſe manager addreſs'd: 


« Sher, I'm de moder of de poor Chew lad, 
% Dat meet miſhfartin here ſo bad 
« Sher, I mufs haf de ſhilling back, you know, 
« Afs Moſes haf nat ſee de ſhow.” 


But as for Av'rice, 'tis the very devil; 
The fount, alas! of ev'ry evil; 
The cancer of the heart—the worſt of ills : 
Wherever ſown, luxuriantly it thrives ; 
No flow'r of virtue near it thrive 
Like Aconite, where'er it ſpreads, it kills. 


In ev*ry ſoil behold the poiſon ſpring ! 
Can taint the beggar, and infect the king. 


The mighty Marlb'rough pilfer*d cloth and bread; 
So ſays that gentle ſatiriſt Squire Pope; 

And Peterborough's Earl upon this head, 
Affords us little room to hope, 

That what the Twitnam bard avow'd, 

Might not be readily allow'd, 


THE 


af 


THE 


EARL OF PETERBOROUGH 


HROUGH. London ſtreets upon a day, 
The Earl of Peterborough took his way, 


All in his pompous coach - perhaps to dine 
The mob of London took it 1n their head, 
This was the Duke of Marlborough, ſo dread 

To Frenchmen on the Danuve and the Rhine. 


Unable ſuch high merit to reward, 


The mob reſolv'd to ſhow a gu regard; 


And ſo uniting, join'd their forces 


To draw his carriage, and diſmiſs the horſes. 


The Earl from out his carriage pok'd his face, 
And told the mob that he was not his Grace; 
Then bid them be convinc'd and look: 
Hard of belief, as ev'n the hardeſt Jew, 
They told him that they better knew, 
Then ſwore by G—— he was the Duke: 
Then threw their hats in air with loud huzzas, 
And form'd a thunder of applauſe. 


Loud bawl'd the Earl that they were all deceivd 


Loud bawl'd the mob he ſhould not be believ'd —— 


„ Zounds!” cry'd the Earl, “ be converts then 


this minute; 
So throwing ſixpence to them, „ there, there, there, 
6 Take that,” cry'd Peterborough, with a ſneer—— 
« Now if you think I'm he, the devil's in it.“ 


N 3 ODE 
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ODE to a DISTRESSED BEAUTY. 


WEET girl, forbear to droop thy head with | 
ſhame— | 
What tho” the parſon did not tie the knot ? 
What tho' the boy ſhould come ?—he'll bring thee 
fame— 
The world's an aſs, and cuſtom is a fot—— 
Hold up thy head, and meet mankind with pride, 
And throw thy bluſhes and thy fears aſide, 


Eve had no parſon—for no prieſt was Adam, 
And yet not out of countenance was Madam; 
Her modeſty receiv'd no grievous ſhocks, 
When Maſter Cain was put upon the ſtocks; 
Nor when, t increaſe the number at her table, 
She ſat about the frame of Maſter Abel. 


Once more, then, do not be afraid ; 

Without t:y boy, a wonder may be miſſing— 
A likeneſs of my charming maid, 

The boy may do a credit to thy kiſſing. 


Thou putt'ſt me of the morning much in mind, 
Who ſeems afraid to. peep upon mankind 
So ſlow her motions ! all fb very flow! 

And then her cheeks ſo deep with crimſon glow :: 


But ſafe deliver'd of her boy, the Sun, 

The luſty lad, fo proud his race to run, 
Mounts high exulting in his birth; 

Dries up her tears, her 'bluſhes puts to flight, 

Tow'rs in bold triumph o'er the cloud of night, 
And pours a flood of radiance o'er the earth. 


Then let me kifs away thy tears 

Oh! ceaſe thy ſighs, and be a happy mother; 
Ard when this chopping boy appears, 

Suppoſe we give the lad a little brother? 


r 


1 


Tux GENTLEMAN Ax PD nis WIFE. 


EOPLE may have too much of a good thing 
P Full as an egg of wiſdom thus I ſing! 


A Man of ſome ſmall fortune had a wife, 
Sans doute, to be the comfort of his life ; 

And pretty well they bore the yoke together: 
With little jarring liv'd the pair one year ; 
Sometimes the matrimonial ſky was clear, 

At times *twas dark and dull, and hazy weather, 


Now came the time when miſtreſs in the ſtraw 

Did, for the world's ſupport her ſcreams prepare; 
And Slop appear'd, with fair obſtetric paw, 

To introduce his pupil to our air ; 
Whilſt in a neighb'ring room the huſband fat, 
Maſing on this thing now, and now on that; 

Now ſighing at the ſorrows of his wife; 
Praying to Heav'n that he could take the pain; 
But recollecting that ſuch pray'rs were vain, 

He made no more an offer of his life. 


As thus he mus'd in ſolemn ſtudy, 

Ideas ſometimes clear, and ſometimes muddy, 
In Betty ruſh'd with comfortable new 

“ Sir, Sir, I wiſh you joy, I wiſh you joy 

Madam is brought to bed of a fine boy 
« As fine as ever ſtood in ſhoes” 


4% I'm glad on't, Betty,” cry'd the maſter —— 


« I pray there may be no diſaſter ; 

« All's with your miſtreſs well, I hope?“ 
Quoth ſhe, 4+ All's well as heart can well deſire 
« With Madam and the fine young Squire; 

« So likewiſe ſays old Doctor Sjop.”? 


3 Off 
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Off Betty hurried faſt as ſhe could ſcour, 
. Fait and as hard as any horſe 


That trotteth fourteen miles an hour 
A pretty tolerable courſe, 


Soon happy Betty came again, 
Blowing with all her might and main; 
Juſt like a grampus, or a whale; 
In ſounds, too, that would Calais reach from Dover 
& Sir, Sir, more happy tidings; *tis not over 
% And Madam's britker than a night: ingale; 


4 A fine young lady to the world is come, 

% Squawling away juſt as I left the room 

« Sir, this is better than a good eſtate.” _—— 

« Humph,” quoth the happy man, and ſcratch'd his 
pate. 


1 


Now looking up- now looking down; 
Not with a ſmile, but ſomewhat like a frown 
« Good God,” ſays he, „why was not I a cock, 
„% Who never feels of burd*ning brats the ſhock; 
„% Who, Turk-like, ſtruts amidſt his madams 
icking, | 
« Whilſt to the hen belongs the care 
&« To carry them to eat, or take the air, 
« Or bed beneath her wing the chicken? 


Hay as this ſweet ſoliloquy was ended, 
e found affairs not greatly mended; 
For in bounc'd Bet, her rump with rapture jig- 
in 
& Another daughter, Sir—a charming child. 
4% Another!” cry'd the man, with wonder wild; 


„ Zounds! Betty, aſk your miſtreſs if ſhe's pigging,”? 


Tus 


THE 


PARSON-DEALER. 


HAT pity 'tis, in this our goodly land, 
That *mongſt the apoſtolic band, 

So ill divided are the loaves and fiſhes! 
Archbiſhops, Biſhops, Deans and Deacons, 
With ruddy faces blazing juſt like beacons, 

Shall daily cram upon a dozen diſhes! 
Whilſt half th? inferior Caſſocks think it well 
Of beef and pudding ev'n to get the nell. 


A plodding Hoſtler willing to be maſter, 
And riſe in this good world a little faſter, 
Left broom and manger at the Old Blue Boar; 
Meaning by parsning to ſupport a table, 
Lo, of Divines he kept a liv'ry ſtable 
A pretty ſtud indeed—about a ſcore. 


Of difff rent colours were his Goſpel hacks 
Some few were whites, indeed—but many blacks: 
That is, ſome tolerable - many ſad 
And verily, to give the Devil his due, 
The man did decency purſue, 
Which ſhows he was not quite ſo bad, 


For, lo! to dying perſons of nobility, 
He ſent his parſons of gentility 
To give the neceſſary pray 'r— _ 
To parting people of a mean condition, 
Wanting a ſoul phyſician, 
He ſuited them with blackguards to a hair. 


To ſuch as were of mild diſorders dying, 
Vix. of the doctor, gouts, or ſtones, or gravels, 

He ſent good prieſts—of manners edifying— 
To comfort finners on their travels ; 


But 


* Neceffitas non habet legs 
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But to low people in infectious fever, 
Or any other dangerous one in vogue, 

Such was his honeſty, the man for ever 
Moſt ſcrupulouſly ſent a rogue. 


It happen'd on a day when Fate was raging, 

Crimp- like, for other regions, troops engaging, 
When clergymen were buſy all as bees 

A poor old dying woman ſent 

To this ſame parſon-monger compliment, 
Begging a clergyman her ſoul to eaſe. 


Unluckily but one was in the ſtall, 
And he the very beſt of all. 
What ſhould be done ? 


So to the prieſt he goes and begs 
That he would viſit the Old Crone. 


« Sir,” quoth the er J agreed 
& To go to gentlefolks in time of need, 

« But not to ev'ry poor old louſy ſoul. 
© True,” cry'd the patron; . to be ſure tis true; 
« But, parſon do oblige me—prithee do 

Let's put her decently into the hole: 


« All my black tribe, you know, are now abroad 
“ T'd do it, if I could, myſelf, by G- d; 
& Then what a dickens can I do or ſay? 
&« Go, mumble, man, about a 8 and half; 
& Tell the old b ch her ſoul is ſafe ; 
„% Then take your fee and come away!!!“ 


... — — 


BIENS EAN CE. 


HET E is a little moral thing in France, 
Call'd by the natives 4:en/eance ; x 
Much are the Engliſh mob inclin'd to ſcout it, 
But rarely is Monſieur Canaille without it. 


o 


L 3. 
To bnſtance tis tedious to incline, ” 
In many caſes; | 


To flatter, par example, keep ſmooth faces 
When kick'd, or ſuff ring grievous want of coin. 


To vulgars, bien/eance may ſeem an oddity 
I deem it a moſt portable commodity; 
A ſort of magic wand; 
Which, if *tis us'd with ingenuity, 
Although an utenſil of much tenuity, 
In place of ſomething ſolid, it will ſtand. 


For verily I've marvell'd times enow 
To ſee an Engliſhman, the ninny, 
G.ve people for their ſervices a guinea, 
Which Frenchmen have rewarded with a bow. 


Bows are a bit of bienſeance 

Much practis'd too in that ſame France; 

Yet call'd by Quakers, children of inanity ; 
But as they pay their court to people's vanity, 
Like rolling-pins they ſmooth where'er they go 
The ſouls and faces of mankind like dough ! 
With ſome, indeed, may bienſcance prevail 

To folly—ſee the under-written tale. 


THE 


PETIT MAITRE, 


r 
\ 


AND THE 


MAN ON THE WHEEL. 


T Paris ſometime ſince, a murd'ring man, 

A German, and a moſt unlucky chap, 
Sad, ſtumbling at the threſhold of his plan, 
Fell into Juſtice's ſtrong trap. 


The 
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The bungler was condemn'd to grace the wheel, 
On which the dulleſt fibres learn to feel ; 
His limbs /ecundem artem to be broke 
Amidſt ten thouſand people, p*rhaps, or more; 
Whenever Monſieur Ketch apply'd a ſtroke, 
The culprit, like a bullock, made a roar. 


A flippant petit maitre ſkipping by, 

Stepp'd up to him, and check'd him for his cry 
% Boh!” quoth the German; * an't I *pon de wheel? 
« D'ye tink my nerfs and bons can't feel?“ 


& Sir,” quoth the beau; “ don't, don't be in a 
aſſion; 

& I've nought to ſay about your ſituation ; 

% But making ſuch a hideous noiſe in France, 

% Fellow, is contrary to bienſeance.” 


Tux TRIUMPH or ISIS; 


OR 


DR. CHAPMAN's THESIS. 


XFORD's Vice Chancellor, a man 
Who fear'd the Lord, and lov'd the courtier 
clan, 
By virtue of his trade a Theſis* order'd, 
Which curs'd the terrible aſſaſſination 
Intended for the Monarch of our nation 
By Marg'ret Nicholſon, in mind diſorder'd; 
That likewiſe prais'd the royal peep 
On Oxford and the arts ſo deep. 


* A Latin Theſis is annully given out by the Vice Chancellor for 
the ſubject of a Poem, and twenty pounds allotted to the prize can- 
didate. | 

So 
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So violent was Doctor Chapman's zeal, 

He quite forgot latinity and graces: ; 

Poor Priſcian's head, whoſe wounds he cannot heal, 
Was broken in half a dozen places. | 


Yet tho? a ſimple Doctor, how amazing 

He fat the Univerſity a blazing —— _ 

Such was the kindling zeal that he inherits —— 
A farthing candle in a caſk of ſpirits ! 


Richards of Trinity, who won the prize, 
Now ſtrutted victor forth with ſcornful eyes; 
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful dames 
Who vied for conqueſt at th' Olympic games. 


Forth march'd, too, Fice—wvindelicet, the Doctor, 
Who, purring for preferment, lily mon/es, 

Attended by each deg-whipper, call'd Proctor, 
And eke the heads and tails of all the houſes. 


Forth march'd the Nobles in their Sunday's geer; 
Forth ſtrutted, too, each beadle, like the Peer, 
With filver ſtaffs, blue gowns, and velvet cap 
A ſet of very pompous-looking chaps! 


_ Whilſt Hares*, who ſticks like ſtag-hounds to a 
haunch, 
Mov'd on in all the majeſty of paunch: 

To greet of all our ears the trembling drums, 

The piper play'd © the conq'ring hero comes.“ 


Loud groan'd fhe organ through his hundred pipes, 
As if the poor machine had got the gripes ; 

As if, tao, 'twas the organ's firm perſuaſions, 
He oft had roar*d on more ſublime occafions. 


Now Chapman took, midſt great compeers, his 
ſtation — | 
Crew open'd ſubject in a fair oration—— 


The organi, 
Vol. III. 0 Then 


a 


L 146 J 


Then clapp'd was Crew—to him applaule was 
news ——= 
Now gan the bard his poem to recite, 
And, ſoaring, bade poor common ſenſe good night 
So lofty were the pinions of his muſe! 


Thick as the panning hail his praiſes ſnow'r 
So ſtrong his Poetry's mechanic pow'r, 
High mounts the Monarch by his tuneful lever, 


His muſe's magnifying art ſo great, 


Behold his George, an Alfred form complete; 
Small Peg, Goliah, and her knife a cleaver ! 


ow back the ſable bodies mov'd again, 

Like beetles all ſo thick, a crawling hoſt ; 
Whilſt contemplation wrapp'd the Joyal train, 

Expecting, by the next day's poſt, a 
Jo ſee their acts in pompous print diſplay'd, 
And wreathes of glory crown the cavalcade! 


A SERIOUS REFLECTION. 


How uſeleſs was th' above! each perſon grieves, 
And, with the grieving Doctor, cries out ſhame, 
That fo much loyal zeal tor nought ſhould flame 

Not e 'n obtain a pair of coarſe lawn fleeves, 
Which poor Saint David giveth to ſupport 
The holy oil-of-fool men of a Court. 


\ 


ODE To PATIENCE. 


WEET daughter of Religion, modeſt fair, 
Thy hands upon thy boſom ſo trangulle, 

With eyes to Heav'n,. with ſo divine an air, 
So calmly ſmiling, fo refign'd thy will; N 


EL did * 


n — 2 


1 
Oh ſent to teach us, and our paſſions cool, . 
I with thou hadſt a little larger ſchool. 


Lo, man, ſo great his want of grace, 
If he but cuts a pimple on his face 
When ſhaving ; 

Like man bewitch'd he jumps about, 
Kicks up a moſt infernal rout, 

And ſeemeth abſolutely raving; 
And, lo, all this for want of thy tuttion——— 
Thus travel fouls of people to pei dition. 


Stand at my ide, oh ſtoic dame 


On ſtarling Martyn bid me cry out “ ſhame,” 
Inſtead of knocking the dull fellow down ; 
When up the ninnyhammer ſtarts to preach, 
And impudently interrupts a ſpeech 
Of orators of fair and firſt renown, 
Fuſt like the owl that ſcares the moonlight hour, 
Whilſt Philomela warbles from her bow'r. 


And, oh! attend me when my eyes 

View dedications fill'd with fulſome. lies, 

In praiſe of gen'rous Queens and Kings; 

Heav'n ſwell the fountains of their hearts, 

That ſeldom water the poor arts, 
However ſu eetly adulation ſings: 


Efe, when J hear that ſtupid Parſon H. 
God's houſe with ev'ry nonſenſe fill, 
And then with blaſphemy each ſentence cramm'd; 
And when I hear th' impoſtor cry, 
„I've news, you raggamuffins, from the ſky; 
«© I'm come to tell ye, that you'll all be damn'd : 
«© I'm * Wr God, ye ſtrumpets come from 
0 


I'm God Almighty's ſervant hear my voice.” — 


Which if it were ſo, would be vaſtly odd, 


Since Heav'n would ſhow bad judgement in the 
choice, 


O2 Dead 
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| Dead all his money-loving ſoul's deſires, 
When ſubtle. Hawke ſb'ry talks of patriot fires, 
And yielding places up to ſave the nation; 
When of importance braggeth ſimple Leeds; 
Y When Gloſter's far-fam'd wife for meekneſs plcads ; 
And Gloſter's Duke breathes war and deſolation ; 


| 
When Brudenell talks of elegance and eaſe; 
| When Thurlow turns the firſt of devotees, 
| And to aſtound the million, builds a church; 
| a When royal folks of pureſt friendſhip boaſt, 
Make geuerofity their conſtant toaſt, 

Yet leave poor pining merit in the lurch; 


When wonders thro? his ſpyglaſs Marlb'rough views, 

J. And ſends to Banks the great, th' important news, 
Freſh fram his Cranium's philoſophic fogs; 

a When Dick deſcants on any thing tut croute, 

When Thomſon ought performs beyond a ſcout, 

$ And Maw bey talks of any thing but hogs; 

1 Sweet PAT IE NE, ſooth me with thy ſaint-like note, 

| Or, driv'n to madneſs, I ſhall cut my throat! 


=. To a NEST or LORDS. 


EDCHAMBER utenſils, you ſeem diſtreſs'd, 
| i | And ſwear with horror that my rhymes moleſt 
1 Of certain folks ſo great the ſweet repoſe; 
| | Running about with horrors, groans, and fighs, 
And floods, produc'd by onions, in your eyes, 

So ſtrong your friendſhip, and fo vaſt your woes! 


2 


— — 
** 


| Dear humming Lords, on friendſhip bi ay no more, 
I Nor thus the bard's depravity deplore ; 
| Lo! like yourſelves each man his trumpet bears, 


| In tame credulity's wide-gaping ears, 1 | 
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Of friendſhip the ſublimity to ſound 
F riendſhip! in dictionaries only found 


Perchaunce, my Lords, in foreign parts you've been 

Perchaunce your optics fair Vertailles have ſeen; 
Likewiſe the Vatican, with all its ſtate, 

And eke th* Eſcurial, pride of Spain confeſt ; 

But, midſt thoſe ſcenes, did e'er your eyeballs bleſt 


See a pig hanging in a gate ? 


If e'er you did this laſt great ſight behold, 

You need not, Lords, ſo ſapient, to be told 
What moſt untuneful notes the pris'ner makes: 

Indeed the hog his mouth and lungs employs 

In raiſing ſuch ear-crucifying noiſe, 


"i As if 7 really was tranfix'd with ſtakes. 


4 ac Now near him ſhould there happen to be hogs 
Paſſing their happy hours amidſt the bogs, 


Grunting ſoft things to their own fleth and blood; 
That is, unto their ſweethearts and their brides, 
Lying like antient Romans on their ſides, 

And dining on the dainties of the mud; 


Forgetting love, and dainty mud ſo fatt” ning, 
In which they had been batt'ning, 
Up leaps the herd of ſwine for his protection! 
Juſt like the herd that had the devil, 
Away they ſcamper, all ſo civil, 
Reſolving or to free him or to die —— 
Such is of ſwine the friendly quality, 
Altho' proverbial for brutality ! 


But when at Newgate to. be hung, 
A Chriſtian pours a dying ſong, 
I grant that numbers haſten to the wretch, 
Moſt pig-like— but, alas! lift not a hand 
To keep him longer in the land, 
And ſnatch him from the talons of Jack Ketch, 


No; on the contrary, ſo fond their eyes 


Of ſeeing how a brother dies, 


f 


O 3 I, from 
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I. from the bottom of my ſoul, believe 
They would not wiſh him a reprieve. 


Thus, were your good friend Pitt condemn'd to 
| fing 
"Nay, ev'n were greater People I 2 name, 
For whom with g oodly zeal you ſeem to flame 
I don't believe you'd wich to cut the ſtring, 
Were you but tolerably ſure 
The next in pow'r would give you ſixpence more. 


Learn then, my Lords, (tho? with contempt you treat 
| em 
Friendſhip from hogs as well as eat em. 


At length my ſubjects end, and now 

To folly let me — my beſt Court bow—— 
O Goddeſs, ſtill monopolize the GREAT: 

Then oft, to pleaſe the palate of the times, 

The Muſe ſhall ride to market with her rhymes, 
Aud tbrive upon her Helicon eſtate. 


e e E ODES 
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IMPORTANCE. 
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„ 


vel, ſuaues miſeetis aderes, 
Sweet-Briar, Hawthorn, Lilies, Nettles, Roſes 3 
What a nice Bouquet for all ſorts of Noſes 


Lud mus innocuis verbs, nec ladere quenquam  , 
Mens 10a. — Man TIA. 


Mr Verse's ſtocetneſt, mildneſs, none deny: 
Lord! playful PR TEA would not wound a Fly. 


RESIGNATION: 
| AN ODE 
To Txx JOURNEYMEN SHOEMAKERS, 
Whe lately refuſed io work, except their Wages were raiſed, 


ONS of Saint CRISPTN, *tis in vain? 
Indeed *tis fruitleſs to complain. 
I know you wifh good beef or veal to carve: 
But firſt the hungry GREAT muſt all be fed; 
Mean time, you all muſt chew hard, muſty bread, 
Or, what is commonly unpleaſant, ſtarve. 


Your Maſters, like yorr/elves, oppreſſion feel— 
It is not they would wiflr to ſtint your meal: 
Then ſuck your paws like bears, and be refign'd. 
Perhaps your ins are many; and if ſo, 
Heav'N gives us very frequently, we know, 
The GREAT as ſcourges for mankind. 
Your Mafters ſoon may follow you, fo lan 


Undone by ſimple confidence in Rank, 
| The 
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The royal RicumonD bu:lds his ſtate on coals; 
SAL'sB'RY, and HAwEksB'x v, lofty ſouls, 

With their fair DAtEs muſt have the ball and rout; 
Kings muſt our millions have, to make a glare; 
Whoſe ſycophants muſt alſo have a ſhare.— 

But pout not—'tis a libel, Sirs, to pout — 

Clos'd be your mouths, or dread the jail or thong: 
You muſt not for your money have a ſong. 

Ceaſe, ceaſe your riots, pray, my friends : 

It anſwereth (believe me) no good ends.— 

And yet the time will come, I hope to God, 
When black-fac'd, damn'd Oyexess10v, to his den 
Shall howling fly before the curſe of Men, 

And feel of anger'd Jus ric the ſharp rod. 


Go home, I beg of ye, my friends, and eat 

Your ſour, your mouldy bread, and offal meat; 
Till FxEEpom comes—1 ſee her on her way 

Then ſhall a ſmile break forth upon each mien, 

The front of baniſh'd. Happineſs be ſeen, | 

. And ſons of Criſpin, you, once more be gay. 


Now go, and learn ſubmiſſion from your Bible : 
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libel. 
Yes, go and try to chew your mouldy bread — 
7 08 is ſick, I own, but is not dead, 

et GRANDEUR roll her chariot on our necks, 
Submiſſion, ſweet humility beſpeaks: 

Let GxANDEvuR's plumes be lifted by our fighs—- 
Let dice, and chariots, and the ſtately thrones, 
Be form'd of poor men's hard-work'd bones 
We muſt contribute; or, lo, Gz AN DEU dies. 
We are the Pariſh that ſupports her ſhow; 

A truth that GRAN DEUR wiſhes not to know. 


Full many a time reluctantly, I own, 
I view our mighty Rur ERS with a groan, - 
Who eat the labours of us wulgar Crew; 
Baſk on our ſhouldets in their lazy ſtate; 
And if we dare loo up for eaſe, th' ingrate 
| Look down, and aſk us, D-m'me, who are you?” 
Now 


__ > 
Now ſuch forgetfulneſs is moſt unpleaſant! _ 
The man who doth receive a hare or pheaſant, - 


Might /omewhbat, certainly, from manners ſpare, 
And ſay, I thank ye for the bird or hare.” 


But then I'm told agen, that Gzaxnpevr's ſore 
At owning obligations to the Poor — 

Such favours cut no figure in diſcourſe: 
She thinks ſhe might as well thank dogs and cats 
For finding partridges, and catching rats; 

And ſay, + I'm much oblig'd t'ye”? to a horſe. 


Lo, to the GxRAr we breathe the ſigh in vain; 
A zephyr murm'ring through the hollow walls; 
Our tear, that tries to melt their ſouls, the rain 
That printleſs on the rock of ages falls! 


The lofty Gx R Ar muſt have the ſofteſt bed 
To lay the / luxurious head; 

And from our boſoms we poor Gee/e, ſo tame, 
Muſt pluck ſubmiſlively the tender feather ; 
Ourſelves expos'd to NaTurEe's rudeſt weather, 

Deny'd the liberty to cry out, Shame!” 

Thus, whilſt heir heads the pillow's down imprint, 
Ours muſt be only bolſter'd by a flint. | 


You muſt not heed your children's hunger'd cry, 
Not once upon their little ſorrows ſigh— 

In tears their blubber'd faces let them ſteep, 

And howl their hunger and their grief to ſleep. | 
*Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread— a 
Lo, GrAxDEUR's fav'rite dogs mult firſt be fed !— 


See yon proud Ducheſs—yet of late ſo poor, R 
With not above ten thouſand pounds a year: 18 
Behold, a hundred coaches at her door, 
Where Pxaxo triumphs in his mad career. 
We muſt ſupport her, or by hook or croox 
For, lo, her huſband was—a Ro vAL Duke. 
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We muſt ſupport too her fine gold-lac'd crew, 
Behind her gilt coach, dancing Molly fellows, 
With canes and ruffles goodly to the view, 

And (ſuiting their complexions) pink umbrellas. 


It muſt be ſo; for Lordly Gzaxnpevus rules — 
Lo! Quarity are Gops, and Mos are mules. 


I know you wiſh to fee on gold, ſo good, 
King GeorGet's head, that many a want ſupplies; 
So very pleaſant to his PxOpLE's eyes, 

As pleaſant as the head of fleſh and blood. 
Mowey's a rattling ſinner, to be ſure: 

Like the ſweet Cyprian girl (we wont fay wh—e) 
Is happy to be frequently employ'd, | 

And not content by one to be enjoy'd; ; 
Yet, like the Gzzat Ones, with faſtidious eye 


Seems of inferior mortals rather ſhy. 
Then be, my friends, and chew your mouldly 
bread: 4 ; 
Tis on our ſhoulders Courts muſt lift the head. 


Remember, we are only Oxen yet— 
Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemn'd to ſweat, 
But gradually we all ſhall change to Men; 

And then ! ! ! what then? — Ve heav'ns! why then 
The lawleſs ſway of Tyranny is o'er— 

Pride falls, and Bxiroxs will be beaſts no more! 


\ 


ODE To BURKE, 


A H, BunkE! full ſorry is the Muſe indeed 
That thou art from the Patriot Phalanx fled! 
For what? To crouch, and flatter Queens and 
Kings? 
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang, 
That IxrAMx herſelf would ſcorn to hang — 
Such a poor ſqualid hoſt of creeping things! 


Has 
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Has Madneſs fir'd thy brain? Alas! return: 
Thy fault in ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn: 

Join not a Court, and Freedom's fouleſt foes—- 
RePENTANCE,' lo, ſhall try to waſh thee white: 
Then howl not, EpmuNnD, 'mid the Imps of Nights 

Swell not the number of a flock of crows. | 


What murky cloud, the vapour black of Courts, 

{For many a cloud, the breath of Kings ſupports) 
Attempts thy Reputation's ſpreading beam? 

What bat-like DEzmoN, with the damned'ſt ſpite 

Springs on t"y fame, on GLou 's ſacred height, 
To ſouſe it in DisGrace's dirty ſtream? — 


Alas! if MajesTy did gracious ſay, | 
« Burke, BURKE, I'm glad, I'm glad you ran away; 
&« I'm glad you left your party - very glad | 
&« They wiſh'd to treat me like a boy at ſchool; 
„Rope rope me like a horſe, an 4 a mule— 
That's very bad, you know, that's very bad. 


« T hate the PoxTLAND Junto—hate it, BuzKE— 
„Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw a 
Wo. cork — | 

& Nothing but empty diſhes, empty diſhes— 
«© Wwe got the loaves and fiſhes, loaves and fiſhes.” — 


I fay, if thus a mighty Monarch ſpoke 
As uſual—not by way of joke; 

Did not the ſpeech ſo with'ring make thee ſhrink ? 
Didſt thou not inward fay, „I've damn'd myſelf— 
« Why, what a miſerable elf!” _ 

And then upon each old acquaintance think ; 

And with a ſigh recall thoſe attic days, 
When Wir and Wisbon pour'd the mingled blaze? 


Bunke, Burke, moſt eaſily do I diſcover 

Thou loatheſt the weak ſmile that won thee over 
From TR -R borrow'd, ne'er to be return d! 

E'en now thou art not happy at thy heart 

It ſighs for wiſdom's voice, and pants to part 
From fellows by the honeſt VIRTUESs ſpurn'd. 


Thy 
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Thy tongue has promis'd friendſhip with a ſigh. 
For, bo, th' interpreter of thoughts, thine eye 
_ Hangs heavy, beamleſs on the motley band 
To whom thou ſtretcheſt forth thy leaden hand ! 
Yes, ſlowly does that hand of fizend/bip move: 
The ſtartled Courtiers feel no graſp of love: 
A cold and palſied ſhake of gratulation, 
As though it trembled at contamination! 


O Bux RE! behold fair LiENrH Y advancing— - . 
Tzurz, Wir, and Humovs, ſporting in her train: 
Behold them happy, ſinging, laughing, dancing, 
Proud of a Golden Age again! ö 
When all thy Friends (thy friends of late, I mean) 
Shall, fluſh'd with conqueſt, meet their idol Queen, 
The Goddeſs at hoffe ſhrine a world ſhould #nee/; 
When they with ſongs.of triumph hail the Dane, 
Will not thy cheek be daſh'd with deepeſt ſhame, 
And Consclitnce ſomewhat ſtartled feel? 
Ah! will thine eye a gladſome beam diſplay; 
Borrow from ſmooth Hyrocrisy's a ray, 
© To hall the long- deſir'd return? 
Speak, wilt thou {crew into a ſmile thy mouth, 
And welcome LIBER TV, with Wir and TxuTH; - 
And for a moment leave thy Gang to mourn? 
Yes, thou wilt greet her with a half-forc'd ſmile, ; 
Quitting thy virtwus Company, a while, hs 
To ſay, „Dear Madam, welcome how d'ye do ? 
And then the Dame will anſwer with a dip, 
Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip, 
&« Not much the better, Miſter Burke, for von.“ 
« Poor BURKE, I read thy foul, and feel thy pain 
« Go, join the ſycophants that 1 diſdain,” 
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ODE To IRONY. 
"4A 7. 1 
THOU, with e . and ſolemn eve, 
Who laugheſt not, chou Quaker ng wg 
But makeſt others roaring laugh outri Iz 
Thus chacing widow Sox now, a — ſigh 
O Thou who formeſt pills to purge: — 
No more in Britain muſt thou dare be leon do 
ch. £ 
There was a time, but not like 1 10 "wy 
When thou couldſt baniſh FoLLy, nay, and Vie 
Leagu'd with thy daughter Humovs, damſel quaint, 
And Wir, that could have tickled e en a Saint. 


But times are altet d! Certain . ſay, 

% Ye vagabonds, you've kad indeed your day; 
But never dare to ſhow-yaur face agen, 

«© To take vile liberties with lofty m 

«© Grin, if you emo; joke the world regale 
« Yet mind, a Critic hears you, call'd a pi * 


"FF 


But, lo! fair L1zzzTy divinely ficong!”-* 
A patriot Phalanx leads the Dams alol 
Trov, wee and Hymovs, ſhall fv * train 
And let me proudly join the noble Few; 2 
Whilſt, to the cauls of Glory true, 88 
The Mvusx thall- ſhout her u boldeft ſtrain. 


E'en J, midſt ſuch a pafridt band, 
Will gai ill op in importance through the lands 
KRiſe, from a poor Extinguiſher, a Steeple — s 
And, O Anz1T1on, hear thy ſuppliant's pray'r, 
A ſprig of thy unfading laurel ſpare, 
And crown me, crown me Porr of the Pzorre. 


Vol. III. P + PRO» 


8 ; 
1 _ 1 


PROBAT LONARY « ODE. 


ON ofe ay Mother dons Loa? ente 
Born of Fadi Poliſh . 2075 
6 iy 
Anxious to reach immortal. Fame, 
I aſk the Laureat's envied ape, 
Aud chim the Honours:due.:. 


11, 
To equal my poetic. Fire, oy 
My yp harmonious trains 421 
Hax LEV be damn'd damn WARTON too! 
Damn all the living rh Crew! 
They have not ha Ralf wy my. Brains! 


. A 
: 10 


III. 
What! —ſhall theſe. baſe- born Brats r 
With great Cow ALSKY' 8 greater Heir, 
Of Birth almoſt divine? 
Ravens and Sereech-Owis e 
Vie with melodions Philomeli j: 
| As their dull Notes with mine. 


By — ghrias mad ag, bie 

9 borrow: Brother: Peter's Wit) 
I've ſtrove in various ways: 

In Proſe and Verſe, and Verſe and Proſe, 

And ſometimes neither, Phtebus knows, 
To win the Meed of Praife. - / 


W. 
With Fzxxnegv's Lord my Verſe hath- hes (up 
Have I not NeTLEY' $ ABBEY ſung 
* A 7 : In 


* 


For this, Ancavra's Scenes 1 
For this with ſacrilegious 
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In lofty Verſe ſublime: ? _ 


Did I not KRAUurTMAxN's Fame yo, 


When I my ſoft Epiſtle 
In many a tuneful Names 


V1, 
Don't I in annual Prologue ſhitie ? | 
Is not the flippant Ep'logue mine, 
Which ot Lure on ſu 5 
Without me vain were N 5 Pigs; 
'Tis I alone confer the Bays * 
On theſe rheatric Notts.” 14 


VII. 
What tho' the Critles 'pedant', | 
With Satire's Whi _ laſh me fore, 
And ftrive to oi Name? 


— 
5 


The balf-farv'd Witlings 1 Geſpie:— 


By Heavn! my Works ſhall repels the ſkies | 
VF have eternal Fame! * 


VIII. 


wes Yorrc«'s Urn; 18 
And, view 
With. more than'fam'd' Con 05 Pride 


* eee 12 
Th! Erzvscan 3 x fu dar. 
O' er CLoacina's ſacred n 

For hir, „ 99 
For thin, at Pride or Folly's call, 
Each Year in Acapemirc HALT 


My Drawings I expoſe: | 


X. 
For this my Angel Form and Face, 
Enwrapp'd in Robes of furry Grace, 
P 2 


ny « Nature's reges“ 15 = 


Before 


d — 5 
* _—_ - 4 


——— ES — + "OV — 
= | — — — 
— 


For Poets always were a dovelike breed, 


4 


* | 4 
” # * 1 * 3 b , 
| 7 N 4 4 £48 q of #4 Th 8 
Fd * 
1 1 


— 420 
'* 74 3> S103 , 


A. 


Before my 7 57 3 
Though once a wicked Hs declar d, 
The Prosit to h m appear d 

An ob. tarw '1 Ri Vas Bear. 


XI. 
Then bring the Laurel bind my Br 0 
My Soul with conſcious Genius glows, 1 
Diſdainin abjeck ie 2. 
trie me the Sal ry, Sack, and pra, W 
O g to KEATE's triumphant M 
The LA UREAT: s vacant Chair! 


-_ - 


* 4 


4 * 


4 2 
- 
— 
Te — * 
* 4 * 195 980 


8 got 177 n 9 HTS, ? 
1 281 51 * 1 3 7 


ODE = 0 LORD LONSDALE. 


IE, 1 * my Lord! T faint-like Porr! 
0. let not AsXaLoN, nor let GaTx: know it! 
What! by law bulldo : the lambkin groan! 
O Le ! gemune Poetry is rare, 
Half of our werf. adulter ala ware; | 
I 2 of the ,yerfes, not my Gau. 


not, Hop not Purges” 8 tune ful hh * 
eafter, he may warble in thy. praiſe, 
Who fo ſurpaſſeth, thouſands in his note, 
A Philomel amidſt a flock of Jays. 


The e bai er vis 3 into Thrace I 4 
Did Cxsar's glory grievoufly difgrace; 


Dropp'd on his coat of arms a ſtain of ink, 
And made the honeſt pen of Hift'ry fhrink. 


Thou who ſhottꝰſt Serie AT Bor rox *ArY the 


foot, 
At leaſt did make the Serjeant ſhoot himſelf; 
O think how thou mayſt ſuffer in repute, 
By falling on a harmleſs rhyming elf! a 
en herſelf would btufh at ſuch a deed; 


Fire 


rere - 
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Fire at a great Law Sram then let ſſy, 
Bounce, on a ſimple Rhymer ſuch as I, 
Great condeſcenſion verily requires? s 
What ſportſman at the pheaſant aims, and then | 
Hunts in his humble buſh the twitt'ring wren? 
On grouſe and graſshoppers what mortabfires ?- 


At London frequently we meet 
A lofty Came in the ſtreet, Fab 
Moving with ſtate-unwieldineſs along; 
We alſo ſee a Monkey on e 8 
Now with an arch grimace, from head to rump 
Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng— 
Againſt Lord Cheſterfield's grave maxim fianing, + 


The merry grig, that is to ſay, by. grinning. 


Now this ſame CauEL, a well-jdging beaſt, 

Feels not of goading ridicule the leaſt ; 

Calmly the ruminating.creature goes. 

Poking his head, and ſhaking.it in guiſe; 

Much like great Doc rox JoansoN, call'd the wiſe 
For pulling ev'ry Scotchman by the noſe, 

When pondrous moving through the Northern track, 

With dapper Jenny BoswELL on his back. ; 


Now would not ev'ry mortal ſmile 

To ſee this Camel aſl ſo full of bile 
Bouncing unhappily about, | 

Dancing, and ſtaring, granting, kicking,-nioaniig, 

And like a creature in the cholic groaning,  : - 


Making for playful Jacxo all this rout? 1 
When Hawksß'av, SALISB'RY, LEEDS, and more 
| be ? im a ig safe wt Þ 


Fearing the tinſel on the back of Pas 
Might tarniſſi by an acid drop of chyme , 
And conſequently loſe the magic ray 
That call forth ADMIRATION'S gape and gaze, 
And make her think ſhe views the # ve SUBLIME — 


I ſay, to MajzsTy when thoſe grect Loads | 
Four'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words 


. — 
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As, „ Hang that Peres Pixar, if you pleaſe; 
6 Sire, make the graceleſs varlet underſta 
„What tis to ſmile at Nulers of the land- — 
2 beggar that eee his own fleas. 


« Sikk, Stre, tht Arroxwev-Gzwenas” 8 tiger 


gripe 
„% Would gulck flop the R flin's pipe; 
Then for his laugh at let nin wing,” 4 
| «© No, GET e * 200 


66 If Pm not hurt, my Lords, — be quiet: 

„ Tis for yourſelves,  your/elves,' vou with the riots —- 
«© Yes, yes, you fear, you fear, that PETER' s Muſe 
„Will hang yen Grandeurs in her nooſe. | 


No, no, my Lords, *M< DoxazD worg not en 
him: 

« You fee I give up n pes Odes, to pleaſe him; 

« And faith, between me and the poſt 41 vou, 

«1 fear the knave will get the Biz th-day too. 


„% No, . L fing, Ku” laugh, and lives 
like read to his works-Kings are fair game: 
« What though he bites - tis glorious to forgive. 

40 Go, go, my nr. B05 8⁰5⁵ and do *. a 0 
667 Should PzTur's verſe de-in-the . 

« Ow conduct muſt be in the Tenge rf: v5 
„Poor, poor's the triumph of a little {| b 

We muſt not hang a en for a 


40 My Lords, my Lords, a whiſper I defire— 

« Dame LIIER T grows ſtronger—ſome feet higher; 
„ She will not be bamboozled, — „ N 

« Ariftecrate & la lauterne 

« Are very often cheek by jowl, we Wurm s 
„Within a certain neighb'ring buſtling State: 

„I think your Lordſhips and your 

« W out. not much like to dangle with wry faces. 


* The Attorgey-Gener:), 


( 26g J 
&« But mum, my ä n, my Wu 
mum, mum: | 

« You mult be cautious for:the-time. to come: v2 W 

„% The People's brains are loſing their old 
c Turies before the Judges won't look ſhink— 

O, no, — they fancy they*ve a right to think 
6 They lay, | i: adeed . won't be driven. like hogs. 


*© No Serahdanhere.. no Starchambers for de 

« Slavery's the dev'l, and 1.4 gem. | 
« You ſee, my Lords, their heads are not ſo thick— 
&« Take care, or ſoon. you'll have a bone to pick; + 
And 1 would not like this ame hard 


« So let the laughing, — rogue alone. 


Sweet Roni of the Muſe's ficred groove... 
Whoſe ſoul is butter-milk, and fong is love; 

So bleſt when Beauty forms the miling theme; 
Who wouldſt not Heav'n accept, (the ſex ſo has) © 
Had charming Woman no apartments there, 

Thy morning viſion, and thy nightly dream 


Mild inorant, could their Lorddhips | cal thee 


rogue, 

varlet, and knave, and and dog? 
What! try to bring thee, for thy harmleſs vit, 
Where Gak YEN bo in their robes terrific fit, 
Witn ſanctified long fortune- telling faces, 
Whilſt ExsxIR x, eldeſt- born of Ribicurz, 
From ſolemn Iraxy's-bewitching ſchool, | 

Tears to Ne WB Tor grins, the en Graces! 2 


Meek PozT, who, no proſtitute for ice, 

Wilt never ſanction Fools, nor varniſh Vice; 
Nor rob the Muge'*s altar of its n : 

To brighten with immortal beams a 7510 
(If Freedom finds no ſhelter from his wing), ; 
And meanly fing a Tyrant into fame! 44.2 


Thus, LONSDALE, thou behold'ſt a fair example 
Of greatneſs in a Kinga noble ſample ! 
Thou 
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Thou cry'ſt, © What muſt I do? on thee I call.“ 
Catch up your pen, My Lord, at once, and ſay, 5, 
« Dear PzTEx, all my rage is blown away; 
«. 80, come and eat wy beef at Lowruns-Haut,” 


% 


3 


ODE ro rus AC erh AIR, 
| -ON THE /- 7 15 . . 
ELECTION o or „ Ma. WEST 1 TO var + PRESIDENCY. 


ow at than fallen, thou once. deer 
CHralr . - 
Mot hedgehog Jike, thou briſtleſt up l harr. — 
But poſſibly I'm in a dream: | 
If fo, — . t me wake; 
Good MoxrRnEUus, drag me from this ſad niifiake— | 
Open my exes, or lo, I ſhall blaſpheme. 
By heav*ns! it is no viſion — tis too plain 
That thou, poor imp, art fated to ſuſtain 
Of Benjamin thꝰ abominable b-m. 
What! after. REYNozDs, to take up with Wert 
Th' antipadet thou ſeekeſt, 1 N 
From Jove's grand thunder, to an infant's drum; K 
The lightning —— to the creeping mole; _ 7 
The world's wide orbit, to a ſpider's hole; 
From ſome fair column, or Corinthian dome; 
Sunk to a ah dungeon, or the tomb! 


And yet, on recollection, that old throne, | 
In Weſtminſter's fair Choir for two-pence ſhown, 
Which bore the Epwarps, Haxxys of our Iſle, 
Has been oblig'd (a truth moſt melanchollyy) 
To ſhrink Math a leaden Joad of folly, 
And every meanneſs that can man defile, 


Thy virtues is one out of thee, I ween! 
Thy brother * s of late with humbled mien, T 
Kat 


» FR 


That dus envy*d thee thy cow'ring fame, qt #918: 
All with one voice exclaim, $516 

And all the poignant pow'r of riddeuley-: 

« He is not equal to an old Joint ſtool. 


He who of late fo lofty held his creſt, 

„ Array'd fo gorgeous in a crimſon veſt, 

« He now is worſe than us poor humble hacks, 2 
With not a ſingle rag about our backs. — 


« Get thyſelf burnt, thou ſad degraded creature; 

« Go, boil ſome poor old waſherwoman's water; 
« Or get thyſelf to ſkewers and crockſticks turn'd 

« To ſome dead $ coſſin each nail, 

« And yield thy velvet to tome 5 tail: 
66 For, know, thou ou no kg be deu ” 


Thus ſpeak thy brother Chairs! And yet 'ths cruel, 
As thou would rather be cut up for fuel, 
Or reſt the backs of beggars in the ſtreet: 
But lo, —_— war voy fo his King's commanits z. 
Lov'd by his ſubje&ts—fear'd by foreign . 
And full of wiſdom as an egg of meat! Ke. 


« J like 1 —7 works—he deats the Raynnes 
chool— * „ 

« ] never lik'd that Rapala 2 6001— * 

«« Painted too thick—a dauber—"twon't,” n 


* 


22 
A 


paſs 7 . A 
„% Wxsr, Wer, Wesr's pictures ate as fmooth — 
82 4 


«© Beſides, I hated REeyNoLDs, from my iter 
„% He Hhought that I knew nought about the art. 


6 Wesr tells me that taſte is v pure — 

6 That I'm a ee a A er 

1 like, I like, TI like the works of WEST.“ 

Thus doth «w KI Ne, in ſounds fo gracious, TEA 
Which proves that Kin ae ith tle can be 


And give the wings of eagles to a Fly! | 


OLD 
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OLD SIMON. 
a U n 


OLKS cannot be for ever eue lng 80 Yo 
With fountain noſes that for ever flow== 
The world would quickly be undone; 7 
Widows, and lovelorn girls, r ſouls, would die; 
And for his rich old father, dd and f 


And gs 25 ror perebauzcy, A ent 


And for their cats that happ'dto flip their breath, 
Old maids, fo fweet, might mourn themſelves to death: 
Soxrxow may therefore have her decent day, 

And fmiling PLEASURE come Again in play. 


No! folks can't brood for ever vpon Gtr: 


PI EASUnE muſt Rea} into her place at laſt; 


Thus then the heart from res finds relief; . 


Snatch'd from the cloud by which it is o ſercaſt. 

Thus was an anger d Lord iny conſtant tdeme, 

My conſtant thought by day, my conſtant dream: 
ears at his image oft burſt but, with ſighs :* 

At length nn Fox * appear'd——beh Ka. the 

Ee win” roll 
No leger wher SorroW aid I ravige, © x, 
But on the ſmile of PLEASURE caſt mine . 


Pizacunn's wlafs that will at length prevail: 
Witneß the little pleaſant followin ng tale. 


Naxcissa, full of grace, and youth, ud and as 6 
Had . years in good. old SIMON'S arms; 


* With the ns- B 1 on wh! e the Lord Chancellor withed 
to conſult the Judges. Few are the men candid enough to part 
woluntaril with power, however tyrannical—it muſt be ron from 
them. The Judges have been rendered independent of the Cron, 
by the ProvL'® 3 j now let them ſhow their gratitude... | Hey 
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Her kind and lawful ſpouſe, that is to ſay, 


Who, following of aumbers the example, 
Wiſhing of ſweet young fleſh to have a ſample, 


Married this charming girl upon a day. 
For from rey · headed men, and chin, and old,” 


Young fleſh. is kg formꝰd to n the cold. * 1 


Thus of the retty — we read 


Who warm' Ping ood King Davin ax bis be. 
Brought back his 1175 ip? 


And kept the Ki acl. warm as W000. 
Indeed ſhe ar could the Monarch N 


ſpirits all ſo cool. . 


eee 8 1 


1 0 was Nancis al . 
rl om, to toe; 
As Hanz Nest, ane COS: bande 
None but old Sxzzon 9s allow'd a - -*» 
Though hungry as a hound to ſnap the bliſs; | 
Nor ſqueeze her hand, nor take her round the waiſt: 
Had any dar'd to give her a green gown, 
The FAIR had petrified him with a frown ; 1 
For CHASTITY,. Lord, bleſs us! is ſo nice— 


Fure as the buon. and cold r chan the is. 
1 nian 


Thus inen, A I have Tad before, a dined 


m—_ 


Sweetly ſhe ſlept,. anf.propably might aw Ty”, 7, 


In good old SioN's unmole 
Some years, with this Antigue of 1 AHI 
Did paſs in this ſame. taſteleſs, ..tranquil 27 

„Gods! how lucky for ſuch aten cen 


Yes, very fortunate it ſeem;d to be; 
a 


For, had NaxcissA wedded 3 young bb, 
Their impudences, all forfooth ſo free, 


Had robb'd her eyes by night of half their naps. 


Ka yet, on:fecond thoughts (fometimes the beſt,” 
Ladies might choſe to loſe à little reſt, - 
Keep their eyes open for a Lover's fake. 
And thus a facrifice to Curip make. 


L 2.4 >> # 


. 


— ll 
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It pleas'd at length the Lord who dwells on high, 
To bid the good old ſimple Siuox die; 

Sleep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it: 
Naxclssa wept, that they were doom'd to part, 
Blubber'd, and almoſt bnake her little heart— 

So great her grief that nothigg could ſurpaſs it. 
Not Nona mourn'd more for fourteen brats 
Nor Miſtreſs NG Wo-leuve, en cats. 


Not to his grave was poor ot Stor bar 8 
No! 'twas a fortnight full ere he was buried. 
Tis fatd old Stmon verily did ſtinx 
A pretty Sermon on th' occaſion givin 
Prov'd his good works, and that he was in dv, n: 
Scraps too of Latin did the Parſon. link 


Ur to the funeral ſermon, all ſa ſweet, 
The congregation and the dead to greet; 
For evely, Wite that is genteally/bred 
Orders a 12 of, Faw for the dead. 

And of a a iprig.0f Latin what's the fin. 
A poor le guinea as Wm moſt. E 


Latin un walk. 236 is a kind a Min, 
That honoureth a corpſe juſt like a pſalm'; 
And tis believ'd by folks of pious qualm, 
Heav' re receive a ſoul without . — 


But now tals 1505 NA cles, wailing dove! 
Nothing n, nothing equall'd her dear love: 
Such tears and groans burſt forth, from eyes and 
mouth; _— 
Where'er ſhe went, ſhe was fo full of woes, 
Juſt hke a diſmal day that rains and blows 
From every quarter — eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth; 
And like ſome fouttaine were Nazc 1584's eyes, 


| . a conſtant vater to the ſkies 


* The famous knger. be died 2 few years Ae; at Vence, 
and let to every cat a legacy. 
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Reſolwd to keep his image near her breaff, 

She got him beautifully carv'd in wood; 

Made it her bed-fellow, to ſoothe her reſt, - 

And thought him much like him of fleſh and blood, 
Becauſe it lay ſo wonderfully quiet, 

And like old Simon never bred a riot. 


'Twas for ſome weeks, ſweet ſoul, it was her plan 
Nightly to hug her dear old wooden man; 


Yet, verily, it doth my fancy ſtrike, 

That buxom widows, full of rich defires, 
Full of fine prancing blood, and Love's bright fires, 
Might ſuch a wooden ſupplement diſlike; 

But who can anſwer for the ſex, indeed? 

Of things moſt wonderful we ſometimes read ! 


It came to paſs, a Youth admir'd the Dame— 
Burning to ſatisfy a lawleſs flame 

With much more paffion filFd, the rogue, than 

race. 

What did he? Brib'd, one night, Nazctissa's maid, 
And got his limbs, ſo dev'liſh taucy, laid, 

Th' impoſtors, in poor wooden S1mox's place: 
Susan, though born amongſt a vulgar tribe, 
Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe. 


The Dams came up, delicious, and undreſt, 
When Svusax's candle ſuddenly went out— 
Misfortunes, ſometimes, will attend the beſt 
No matter Sweet Naxcrssa made no rout. 
She could not miſs the way, although 'twas dark, 
Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 


In ſlipp'd the Farr, fo freſh, beneath the ſheets, 
Thinking to hug her dear old oaken Lovg— ' 

But lo, her BE D-FELLOW with kiſſes greets! 

She trembles, like an aſpen, pretty dove 

In thort, her terror kept her ſo much under, 

She could not get away—and where's the wonder; 

Since 'tis an old and philoſophic notion, 

That terror robbeth all the limb. of motion. 
Vor, III, | Q_ The 
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The upthot of the matter ſoon was this 
Her horrors ſunk, and died, at ev'ry kiſs; 


And, *ſtead of wiſhing for the man of wood, 
She ſeem'd to reliſh that of fleſh and blood. 


Next day, but not indeed extremely ſoon— 

Some five or ſix o'clock—the afternoon, 

SUSAN came tapping at the chamber-door ;— 

(Now this was very prudent, to be ſure; 
It had been fooliſh to have tapp'd till then) 

& Well, Madam, what d'ye chooſe for dinner, pray?” 

& Fiſh, fleſh, and fowl,” the Lady quick did ſay 
„ The beſt of ev'ry thing I don't care when. 


% But Madam, I want wood to make a fire 
&« Tis rather late—our hands we have no time on.“ 
&« Oh,” cried Narcissa, full of her new Squire, 
„Then, SUsANn, you may go and burn old S1MoN. 


_ 


ODE To Tus KING. 


4 2 Witten ſome time Ance. b 


| lately 
at you had got in your head ſo ſtately, 

J hat we muſt have a law-ſuit—God forbid it! 
Whether *tis HawksB'xv, or his Grace of Lees, 
Invented ſuch intended hoſtile deeds, 

Or whether the more lofty SAL'sB'R V did it, 

J fay not- but great Lords are giv'n to chatter ; 
So, Sir, I deem it all a lying matter. 


\ N'T pleaſe your MajzsTY, *twas rumour'd 7 
h 


There's my Loxp BLuFF to0—CaRDIGAN the Great, 
Whoſe face Dame NaTurEg never meant ſhould 
cheat; ; 
Who, if aught hurts the King, doth ſhrink and 
wince 
As fcithful to his Sow” reign as his Prince! 
. Brimfull 


x + ach eo 
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Brimfull of loyalty his noble breaſt ! 
Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaſt! 
Glad at the aloes throwa into my cup, 
He ſays too that you mean to eat me up. 


That heartily they wiſh it, I don't doubt 

Moſt loyal cem they in your cauſe, and ſtout; 
You can't think how they cm to take your part 
And at the Poet, as the Devil, ſtart — 


I ſay the Devil, Sir, becauſe ſome Peers 
Are with the Devil oft in large arrears: 
They open'd an account, Sir, long ago 
And SATAN's a great creditor, I know. 


Yes, hugely do they ſeem to take your part, 
And at the PoE, as a Demon, ſtart; _ 
Juſt like a horſe or aſs at ſome wild beaſt 


Prepar*d to jump upon their backs, and feaſt. 


This LoyaLTY's a bird of paſſage, Sire; 

Likes the ſun's eye—a comfortable fire! 

Warm'd by this fire, ſo cheerful doth ſhe ſing 

The hack'd old ballad, call'd “ God fave the King.“ 
But be in trouble, Sir, ſoon, very ſoon 

The Jape will drop the good old tune. 


Yes=much your Lords are like the birds of May, 
Crying, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, ſo gay; 
But if a gloomy month appear, fo rough, 
And froſt, and ſnow, and ſtorms lay waſte the land, 
Where are the pretty birds with note ſo bland ? 
Off! | 


Spit on the Courtiers, when with praiſe they greet: 
What from their mouth's unhallow'd cenſer flows? 
Inſtead of Fame's perfume, ſo paſſing ſweet, 
Lo, putrid dunghills ſmoke beneath thy noſe! 


Good God! that man ſhould ſo far loſe his nature, | 
To beg Hyrocatsy to mould each feature — 


2 Craw! 


1 


Crawl like the meaneſt reptile of the plain; 
Kick'd, cur-like whipp'd, and whiſtled back again! 


You tell me that ſuch reptiles you abhor, 
And that you never e my fancy'd Cur. 
Indeed, Sir!!! then I ſtrongly do ſurmiſe 
On levee-days you always hut your eyes. 


- 


ODE ro a MARGATE HOY. 


HEN V1zs61rx ſhipp'd himſelf for Greece; 
Whether to *ſcape the Bailiffs, I can't tell — 
Or libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the peace; 
But HoxAck wrote an Ode, to wiſh him well. 


Whether, like Margate Hoys, the fhip was cramm'd 
With Roman Quality, no hiſt'ries know it; 

But Hox ace ſwore ſhe might as well be damn'd, 

As ſhow her noſe again without the Poet: 

In the ſame verſe he breath'd a pious with 

To bluſt'ring Boreas, and the King“ of | Fiſh, 


Now if a Bard, and that a Heathen too, 
Could offer verſe to make old Oct an quiet, 
Inſtru& the great King NRPTUNE who was whe 
And bid the God of Mackrel breed no riot; 


A Chriſtian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode, 

So oft with valuable people ſtow'd, 

That, thick as rats or maggots, from Wool Quay 
Crawl down the ladder to their wat'ry way! 


Go, beauteous Hoy, in ſafety ev'ry inch! 
That ſtorms ſhould wreck thee, gracious Heav'n 
forbid ! | 


Neptune. 


Whether 


1 


Whether commanded by brave Captain Fixck, 
Or equally tremendous Ca Trax Kipp. 


Go, with thy cargo -Margate town amuſe; 
And God preſerve thy Chriſtians and thy Jews! 


Soon as thou gett*ſt within the Pier, 

All Margate will be out, I trow, 

And people ruſh from far and near, 
As if thou hadſt wild beaſts to ſhow. 


O Venus, Queen of ev'ry kiſſing joy, 

Beneath thy ſoft protection take the Hoy; 
Protect each Damſel from the dangerous brine; 
For many a N lymph it holds, thou calleſt thine, 


Alas! the little Loves, and bloaming: Ode, 0 
Would all put on moſt melancholy faces, 
Should Ock Ax, hoſtile to the ſoft DEs!RBs, 
O'erwhelming, quench for aye their am'rous fires. 


My good friend Jonxzox—Mesp AMES W 1 voor, 
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Who for the Public, let me tell Fes 21 0! 

And through St. James's ſtreet, the Parky.] allo l, g 

Oft lead their lovely gigling Tits along, Mow 

A pretty pleaſing faſcinating throng— |. 

Much would they gr ieve to find the voyage fail: 


Like three ſtout men of war for ſafety made, 

From port to port, who convoy the Fair trade; 

Or three protecting Ducks, that guard their brood, 
And lead their cackling young to pick up food. 


Yet not alone would thoſe be taken napping— 
Great were the loſs of Gentlefolks from WayppinG, 
Who, fond of travel, unto- MaeGaTE roam, 
To gain that conſequence they want at home. 


At Maxcartt how like Quality they ficut ! 
Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws ; 
Yet, when at home, are often forc'd, God wot, 


To ſuch like bears a dinner from their paws — 
Q 3 | Forc'd 


E ans } 


Forc'd on an old joint · ſtool their tea to take, 
With treacle ſtead of ſugar for their gums; 
Butt'ring their hungry loaf, or oaten cake, 
Like mighty ChaRLES of SWEDEN, with their 
thumbs. 


But, Hoy, inform me — who is snHE on board, 

That ſeems the Lady of a firſt-rate Lord, 

With ſtomach high puſh'd forth as if in ſcorn, 

Like craws of ducks and geeſe o'ercharg'd with 
corn — 


| 


Dreſs'd in a glaring, gorgeous damaſk gown, 
Which, roſes, like the leaves of cabbage, crown ; 
With alſo a bright petticoat of pink, 

To make the eye from ſuch a luſtre ſhrink * 


OP — — — — 
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Ves, who is ſhe the Patagonian dame, 
As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun; 

Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame, 
In blaze ſuperior to the noonday ſun— 


With fingers juſt like ſauſages, fat things; 

And loaded much like curtain-rods with rings? 
Yes, who is SHE that with a ſquinting eve 
Surveys poor paſſengers that fick'ning figh ; 

Sad, pale-nos'd, gaping, puling, mournfut faces, 
Deſerted by the blooming ſmiling Ge acts ; 
That, reaching o'er thy ſide ſo doleful throw 
'The ſtomach's treaſure to the fiſh below ? 


*Tis Mapan Bacon, proud of wordly goods, 
Whofe firſt ſpouſe ſhav'd and bled— drew teeth, 
made wigs ; | 
Who, having by her tongue deſtroy'd poor Sv bs, 
Married a wight that educated pigs! 


But hark! ſhe ſpeaks! extremely like a man! 
Raiſing a furious tempeſt with her fan — 
« Why, Captain, what a beaſtly ſhip! good God! 
« Why, Captain, this indeed is very odd! | 
| | « Why, 
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( 1s 1 
&« Why, what a grunting dirty pack of doings ! 
% For heav'n's - ſake, Captain, ſtop the creature's 
ſp-w-gs.“ 


Now hark! the Captain anſwers *<© Miſtreſs Bacon, 

“% T own I can't be with /uch matters taken; 
I likes not vomitings no more than you ; 

& But if ſo be that gentlefolks be ſick, 

«© A woman hath the bowels of Old Nick, 


« Poor ſouls, to bung their mouths—'twere like a 
Jew.“ | 


Majeſtic Miſtreſs Bacon ſpeaks agen! 
«© Folks have no bus'nefs to make others fick : 
& I don't know, Miſter Captain, what you mean 
& About your Jews, and bowels of Old Nick ;— 
& If all your cattle will ſuch hubbub keep, 
« I know that I fhall leave your ſtinking ſhip. 


Some folks have dev'liſh dainty guts, good Lord! 
„What bus'neſs have fuch cattle here aboard? 
Such gang indeed to foreign places roam! 

« *Tis more becoming them to ſp.w at home.“ 


But hark ! the Captain properly replies — 
« Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d- n my eyes! 
&« God bleſs us, Miſtreſs Bacon! who are you? 
% Zounds, Mz'am, I ſay, my Paſlengers hall ſp-au. 
. ... — — 
Tas WOLF Ax p Tas LION, 
A TALE 
Dedicated to Lord Hawkeſeury. 
INGS really are in general not /o bad; 
And therefore I mult take their part; 


But tis their ſervants that are drunk or mad, 
Wich ev'ry demon trick and little art. 


Chame 
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Champions for Maſter's fame, they fire away; 
And, midſt the buſtle of the idle fray, 

Like lubbers, knock him on the head ; | 
Then, ſtaring, wonder how he ſhould be dead! 
Sometimes a King diſcovers he has eyes— 

Then for himſelf he ſees—now that is wiſe. 


% 


Once on a time a Lion, not a fool, 
Though in the under claſs of WisDom's ſchool, 
Amidſt his ſubjects had a Monkey got, 
Who, rather impudent enough, 
Would take his Sov'reign's foibles off, 
Tell ſtories of him— mimic him—what not ? 


This for the ſcheming WoLF was quite a feaſt, 
Who told the Monarch of the Monkey's ſinning, 
Relating all his mimicry and grinning, 

Trying to irritate the noble beaſt, 


e What, what, what doth he ſay?” the LiIo cry'd.— 2 
« Dread Sir, you are moſt wickedly belied,“ F -Y 
Rejoin'd the Wolt with brazen face— A 5 4 
« He ſays that you to Merit are no. friend. $ 
« And only to a Patronage pretend; 1 ĩðĩ; | 
“ And {light th' igferio of the Brutal Race. 


% He {wears you don't encourage uſeful beaſts: 43 
% That for your/elf alone you're making feaſts ; | Y 
« And that it is beyond a queſtion,  __ | 4 
«© No beaſt has ſuch a wonderful digeſtion; 

« That, all ſo faving, you would ſkin a ſtone, 

« And only think 7 number one; | 

« And that it is a fin indeed and ſhame 

« My Lavy LION ESS ſhould do the ſame; 

« That ſycophants, who flatter, fawn, and creep, 

« Are really all the company you keep; 

« That beaſts of talents, whom you ſhould ſupport, 

& Are all forbid to ſhow their noſe at Court. 


What?“ 


D 
What ?” quoth the MoxARch—“ what, what? doth 
he ſo? — 
% Yes,” SIRE, „now hang him, and the rogue re- 
| quite.“ 
© Wort,“ quoth the Lion, “ no, no, no, no, no,— 
I fear, I fear, the rogue is in the right, 


Now this was noble—like a King, in / 
Who ſcorn'd to choak a ſubject for the truth. 


Tux WOLVES, Tus BEAR, 


AND OTHER BEASTS. 
A FABLE. 


LL Jvpoxs ſhould be mild and juſt: 
This is the caſe with Engliſb ones, I truft +. 
Such K, B**#, ſhine—thoſe rare law-ſages ; 
Neither of theſe a raſh or hot-brain'd fool 
Moſt charming dove-like Imps of Mzzcr's ſchool, 
Whoſe names ſhall live to diſtant ages _ 
All meekneſs, ſweetneſs, tender nature 
And all their virtues of a giant ſtature! 


What happineſs it needs muſt yield a land, 
To ſee ſuch goodly men upon the Bench, 
Whom none can with a fingle murder brand 
Whoſe hearts, ſo pure, 11 ne er emit a ſtench 
Like carrion, ſo offenſive to our noſes, 
But ſcents of lilies, violets, and roſes! !! 


They never, with the faces of the Furies, 

Dar d dictate, brow-beat, and control the Juries; 
Nor wilful miſinterpreted the Law: 

Full well they know that Juries are above em! 

And *tis aſtoniſhing how much they love em! 
When Judge and Jury thus together draw * 
it 


I» wp 
— 


4% Each Wolf upon our meat continual feaſts; 
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With fo much pleaſure, like a pair of nags, 
Behold! no tongue opprobrious wags! . 
No tongue cries, © JEFFRIES, bloody JETTRIEs, 
SCROGS! 3 
“% Hang, hang thoſe traitors, like a brace of dogs! 


« Nor in their beds be they allow'd to die 
Nor let their putrid carcaſes have graves : 

% Slap PiTtyY's face, if e'er fhe bids her eye 
* Hold but a drop for ſuch a pair of knaves.“ 


Full of rich character ſhall /#c> deſcend, bs 
And honour'd with their high fam'd fathers ſleep: 

Fair JvsT1cE ſhall with ſighs their herſe attend, 
And Prrx's ſong of melancholy weep. 


Like leaves, whilſt ethers fall unmourn'd away, 
And load of DEATEH the ſolitary glooms, 

Lo! Groxy from her ſun ſhall pluck a ray, 
And bid it ſpread e:ernal round their tombs, 


Yet Nations have been curs'd with wicked Judges, 
Who, fond of pow'r, poſſeſs'd bard jury-grudges; 
Who calmly ſent poor culprits to their graves, 
oY as an Eaſtern Deſpot ſends hls ſlaves. - 

of ſuch I pen a neat Xſopian tale; 
Hoping the pretty moral will prevail. 


— — 


Th' inferior Beaſts moſt bitterly complain'd, 
(And who will not complain, whoſe cheek is ſmit- 
ten?) 5 
That from the Wolves much hardſhip they ſuſtain'd, 
And often moſt inhumanly were bitten. 


This wantonneſs Dame Jvsricx did cry, © fie” on 
And mention'd it but vainly, to the Liown. 


6 Thoſe damn'd furr'd raſcals!” growl'd the angry 
Beaſts, | 


« Yet 
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© Yet Snap's the word, and quick off goes a head: 
« We muſt take out their teeth—it can't be borne—. 
« Yes, from their jaws their grinders muſt be torn ;— 


« Behold, the very fields with blood are red.“ 


Ss 


But firſt the BEAR muſt be conſulted.- Bux, 
Who did not much approve jaw-ruin, 

With his black hide, to all the Beaſts appear'd, 
And with much gravity their ſtory heard. 


„ Sirs,” (quoth the Bear) you talk of taking teeth 
With ſuch an eaſy and familiar breath, 
As though it might be pleaſant to their jaws; 
Bat I muſt atk the Wolves if they*ll conſent 
That from their mouths their grinders ſhall be rent; 
For this is neceflary, Sirs, becauſe 
The Wolves are owners of the teeth, and therefore, 
Before *Rvuseint's call'd, will aſk a wherefore. 


BzviNn, in conſequence, the Wolves addreſt: 
« Lorp WoLves, it is the wiſh of many a beaſt, 
« That you conſent your teeth may all be pulPd;— 
« D-mn me if I would loſe my ſnags, my Lords; 
&< I'd tell the knaves ſo, in ſo many words. 2 
„God d- mn me, of one's grinders to be 6ULL'd! 
«& What! loſe our teeth?“ exclaim'd the WoL vx Ss 
„ NO, no- a4 | 
« We'll keep them, if it only be for /bow.— 
« Say, my Loxp Brvin, that, and let them chew 
l—_ 
& Nay, tell the fools; we wiſh them ſomewhat longer, 
„ Sharper, and more of them, and ſtronger; 
„ And, if we loſe them, force ſhall only do it. 


This anſwer of the WoLves, Loxp BEAR reported: 
Which anſwer did not pleaſe the Beaſts at all; 
Who lighted, now no longer pray'd and courted, 
But on the villians faſt began to fall, 
Choak'd two or three prime Rogues, and, on condition, 
Recciv'd from all th' affrighted reſt, ſubmiſſion. 


* The Chevalicr, a famous dentift, 


THE 


THE 


TEARS os Sr. MARGARET, 


PROLOGUE To Tux ODES; 
: ON, THE 


TEARS or SAINT MARGARET. 
OW Ntenr, the negro, reign'd—* Paſt one 
N o'clock,” 

he drowſy watchman bawl'd-from murky vaults, 
The dough-fac'd ſpectres crowded forth the eye, 
The ſunk, the wearied eye of ToiL, was clos'd: 
Mute, NArukk's buſied voice, her brawl and hum; 

While Horror, creeping on the world of gloom, 
Breath'd her dark ſpirit through the death-like hour 
Now from her filver-tringed eaſt the Moon 

Peep'd on the V asT of fhade—up-mounting ſlow, 

In ſolemn ſtilneſs, till her lab'ring orb, 

Freed from the caves of DaRKxNESss, gain'd its ſphere, 
And mov'd in ſplendid ſolitude along. 

At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane, 

That caught a partial radiance on its walls, 

A radiance ſtealing on the ſhadowy tombs, * 
Jlluminating death, - the pious Map, 

Whoſe fleſh did wonders 1n its days of bloom, 

And bones work'd marvels when the ſmil'd no more 
The penſive MarxGarETTA ſtalk'd, and paus'd, 
And paus'd and ſtalk'd, and ſtalk'd and paus'd agen 
Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye; 

Now gazing on the holy windows dim; 

Now motionleſs, and now with hurrying ſtep 
Along the hollow-ſounding aiſle ſhe paſs'd; 

And leaning lorn at murder'd RALEIGR's tomb, 


3 
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Of Str wak' d the pale and ſacred fleep, 


With plaintive accent, thus 


MARGARET's LAMENTATION. 


WHY ſhould yon old Abbey, ſhoul'ring 


My poor Fane with Gothic pride, 
Cracking, finking, falling, mould'ring, 
On the back of Marg'ret ride ? 


What is that huge Ruin's merit ? 
Only fit for houfing rats. 

Be her gueſts, with al] my ſpirit, 
Hoeting owls, and horrid bats * 


Why am 7 to be deſpis'd, 
hy am 7 to be kept under ; 
1 who once by Kings was priz d? 
What's the meaning on't, I wonder? 


I whoſe pow'r could agues charm, _ 
Fits and tooth-achs, cramps and evils ; 

Satax's wicked ſelf diſarm; 
Him, the great proud Prince of Devils. 


Lo, that Abbey for paſt years, 
At each grand Commemoration, 
For DixzzcToRs boaſted Peers 
Peers the glory of the Natior. ! 


Who were my Directors? Lo, 
Docrox Parsons, Jusrick Col Lic; 
AxNnoLD and Dur uis and Co. 
What a very pretty frolic ! 


But *tis ſaid the KING commanded, 
And the Grand Dixecrtoxs fell: 
By the XING were they diſbanded ? 
Fams will bluſh he tale to tell. 
Vor. III. R 


Soon 
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Soon T'll go (for what ſhould hinder ?) | 

To the firſt of rhiming-men ; ? | 

To that Giant PETER PIN DAR 8 
He ſhall hear and then, and then !! 


PETER in his wrath ſhall riſe, | 1 
And the ſcythe of verſe prepare; ; 

Lo, I ſee his lightning eyes! 

| Lo, his arm of vengeance bare! 


Backs of Monarchs ſhall he ſlice, _ 
As he ſcorns them ſo ſincerely— 

Woman need not aſk him twice ; 
PETER loves the ladies dearly. 


Thus ſpoke the caters lbs Mons her bluſhes 
ſpread, _ -/ 
To Convent-Garden's ſquare the wing her flight, 
And drew the curtains of the PoeT's bed, 
Who tartenatoly depe alone that ane; 


To him ſhe told her ſtory o'er and o en; | 
When PETER, rous'd by MarxG'RET'S fad amian, 
Pull'd of his night- cap, and devoutly ſwore 
He'd roaft a certain RULER of a nation. 


Saint MarG*srET thank'd the Bard with ſweeteſt 
ſmiles, 


And PETER thunder'd on the KINd or IsLESõ. 


ODES 
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ODES OF CONDOLENCE, &c. 


Delirant RES, plectunter Acnivi. 


The KinG was wroth; and ſmelling matters out, 
He put the GRAND DirecTors to the rout, 


ODE I. 


The Poet breaks mournfully out on the fall of the Noble 
Directors — Threatens to expoflulate with the King 
Laments the loſs Direction- importance, boxes, white 
* aud dinners at the Saint Alban's Tavern, 

0. C Lo 


R LEE DS! poor UxRRIDSE! and poor Joan 
BArzEs! 
And all the other poor ones, of hard fates ! 

Tis a ſtrange man this King of ours indeed 
There's reaſon, to be ſure, in roaſting eggs | 
What! raiſe an Oratorio at SainT PEG's, 

And ſet a thing on foot without a bead 


What! could the King have muſic in a church, 
And leave the great DixecToRs in the lurch? 
Ev'n ſo !—but lo, I'll parley with the King, 
And ſuch a peal into his ears I'll ring! 


Thus will I ſay, howe'er it may diſguſt— 
% An't pleaſe your Majeſty, you are wnjuf.” 
« How, _ ?” the King will cry, with wild ra- 
10ITY — 
« Yes, e grand Directors take it ill; 
„ Deeming themſelves all men of tunefu! ſkill, 
„And having all for crotchets, hawk-avidity ; 


%% That they ſhould loſe the lead in this affair, 
„% Which really makes them marvel, and ſo ſtare, 
Not knowing what offence they have committed; 
„ Being a ſet of very clever men, | 
6 So ſtuff'd with crotchet- knowledges, and then 
„For Oratorios ſo nicely fitted! 


R 2 &« Behold 
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« Behold ! no boxes for DixtcTors ! no! 
« Who at the AB BEV form'd a raree-ſhow, | 
« With nice kid gloves, medallions, wands ſo white ! 
« Tagrag and bobtail now condemn'd to join ; 
% What's ten times worſe, condemn'd to pull out COIN ; 
„Men ſo unus'd to pay a ſingle doit! 


„% When 3 to view of Royalty the rays, 

« Your Sus jzœrs had their bellies full of gaze, 
Amid the Abbey's glory tor paſt years; . 

„% Then would they ponder on the white-ſtick row, 

« Of UxRBRIDe R, GztyY vt WILTON, LEE Ds, and Co. 
« And, next to MEST T, admire the PEER. 


Who's that ſlim, whey-fac'd Gentleman, and thin, 
« With ſome old Gentlewoman's noſe and chin 2 
And be ſe ſurly, with a fable face? | 
« Would gaping ſtrangers all fo curious cry ; 
« When, all fo Polen. I have made reply, 
« That Lord is LEE DS's very noble Grace, 
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Wich lath-like form, whey face, and cheeks ſo thin, 
And good old Gentle woman's noſe and chin 
And he who lours as though he meant to bite, 

* Is Earn. of Uxnx1D6x, with his face of night.” 
And then I've told the names of all the ref 

« At which the ſtrangers have been all ſo ef, 

« Bow'd, curtſy'd low, ſo grateful—I don't doubt it, 
„They told their dear relations all about it! 


_ , - 
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„No more DIR EC Tross challenge admiration ! - 
© No more the tuneful rulers of a nation 
« Unknown in vulgar ſeats they bite their thumbs; 
„% Now half awake they nod, and now they ſleep, 
„And now they ſigh, and now in dreams they weep, 
« And mumble much diſpleaſure midſt their gums. 


” non 


« Heav*ns! with what huge delight their eyes would hail 
„The *breeches blazing at Saint MarG'RET's tail, 


——  - 


— — 


Poor SAINT STEPHEN had a very warm pair of breeches clapp- 
ed to his. . lately; but the SaixT luckily ſhock them off. 


6 Inſtead 


— ¶ ͤ — — ——— 
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&« Inſtead of STEPHEN, who, to all belief, 
« Poor fellow, muſt have travell'd with a brief!“ 


« But, Sir, this is not all—for in your ear 
«© Something more horrible brings up the rear! 
No longer on the tweedle-dum account, 
« At yon fair tavern in SAINT ALBAx's ſtreet, 
«© =Thoſe men of taſte and muſic joyful greet, 
„ And load their ſtomachs to a large amount 


« All for the good of the poor Fuxp, ſo kind! 
& Now this is dreadful to my ſimple mind; 

« To think thoſe TITLE D MEN, whoſe valiant jaws, 
© And ſtomachs all ſo keen, and deep as ſacks, _ 
« And teeth fo valorous in feaſt attacks, 

“ So bravely battled in the tuneful cauſe, 

& Should, by the royal word fo hard commanded, - 
„ Diſgracetully be turn'd adrift—diſbanded ! _ 


4% J hear, I hear the angry Lords exclaim, 
Thus to be all diſcarded ! *tis a ſhame— _ 
The royal mandate will be cruel ſtyl'd 
« Behold CyuxcawarDENs, OveR5EERS ſo ſleek ! 
© Read their card-invitations ev'ry week— _ 
« Sir, you're defir'd to come and eat a child.” 
One chiid a week they conſtantly devour— _, 
« Sometimes they eat two children—ſometimes four 


© If thus thoſe fellows live, the lazy drones, 
* Loxps, of a charity may pick the bones; 
Ves, as proviſions are ſo very dear, | 
Eat a few fddlers once or twice a year,” 


„ Such is the language Lords employ, O King, 
« Enough the hearts of ſavages to wring,, _ 
% An make, I hope, your royal conſcience ache 
% Such reas*nings are indeed extremely deep! 
« Why ſhould of Lords the teeth and ſtomachs ſleep, 
« Whilſt thoſe of keen Churchwardens are awake? 


*. To ſolicit charity, like many others who ſuffer by fire. 
* Thus 
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Amid the mob, ſurvey the ſtreets on poles. 
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Thus to the King of nations will I cry - 
But what will be his Majesry's reply??? 

« Thank, thank ye, PETER, for ſupporting ſtraws — 
« Good advocate — good, good, in a bad cauſe : 

% T'll have no more ſuch doings, let me tell ye 

«« No, no, no eating calves in the cow's belly.” 


* 
— 
. — —— — — 
* - „ : . ” 


ODE To Sr. CECILIA. 


The Por very loyally calls upon ST. Czciiia, the great 
Patroneſs of Muſfic, by way of JusTiICcE or Pac, 
ConsTABLE, and COMFORTER, to come down from 

Heaven to the Noble DixecToRs, MM a PROCLAMA- 
TION for. diſſolving Societies 2 Mufical Inflruments ; 
taking them up, and knocking them to pieces, as alſo the 
heads of the Muſicians againſt each other. —T he Poet 
concludes aui a Prophecy of returning Power to the 
DixzcToRs. 


\IVINE Cecilia, pray, from Heav'n ſtep down; 
Moſt wond' rous are the doings in this town! 
Behold, behold a tuneful revolution 
DinxgcTors baniſh'd, but no execution! 

Thank God, no grinning heads of Lords, poor ſouls, 


The fiddles ſcreech with rapture one and all; 

The flutes and hautboys whiſtle at the fall : 
The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe ! 

Glad of the long-wiſh'd overthrow, he op 

To ſhew the world his pleaſure, all his ſtops, 
And pours his thunders through each giant pipe ; 


Whilſt all his pigmies, trilling, ſqueaking, ſqualling, 
Like mad things, every one his tune, are bawling : 
The hoarſe baſſoons their naſal twang employ— 
And hog - like baſes grunt the ſong of joy. 


Like 


a 1 


Wild ſcreams the trumpet's brazen. note ſo clear 
And on th' occaſion, ſcorning to be mum, 
Like cannon ſoundeth on the loaded ear, 
At ſolemn intervals, the double drum. 


The var'ous inſtruments of wind and ſtring, 

Thus to the world in ſaucy triumph fing— 

«© What are thoſe Lord-Directors? —arrant fools, 

«© Mean mongrels—never bred in Mvusic's ſchools — 
« With juſt as much of ſcience as a pig ; 

« Who ſcarcely know a pſalm-tune from a jig. 

« Are theſe the men to lead us? Must ſwears, 

« And to the pill'ry recommends their ears.“ 


And lo, of Muſic the choice bands, 
Delighted, clap their madding hands; 
And, raiſing to the ſtars their eyes devout, 
„% Thank heav'n,” they roar," © thoſe fellows are 
«© No longer ſhall their - em impoſe, 
& And lead the King of Nations by the noſe.“ 


Then, ſweet CeciLta, leave thy lofty ſtation ; 
O haſte and iſſue out thy Proclamation— 
Of wond*rous danger let it talk aloud— 
Root up ſocieties of flutes, baſſsons'; 
Knock down the organ, for his rebel tunes 
The brazen trumpet break, and crack the crowd. 


Lay on the necks of the rebellious Banp 

Thy powerful and chaſtiſing hand g- 

And for their impudent and ſenſe leſs pother, 
Sweet GoppEss, knock one head againſt another, 


O haſte and keep the mournful Lords in heart, 
As ſcarce a ſingle mortal takes their part, 
Except the lofty family of pride, 

Few are the comforters they boaſt beſide— 


Theſe are their conſtant friends indeed, and ſtout ; 


Friends that few Nobles ever are without ; 
Here» 


ans } 


Hereditary friends of ancient date, 
Accompanying great title and eſtate. 


And yet *tis faid no virtues can reſide | 
Where dwells that lofty ſcowling SpIRIT, PRIDE; 
That Aconite, the noifome weed of gloom, 
That near it ſuffers not a flow'r to bloom. 


Joy to my ſoul ! of LEE Ds his glorious Grace 
Puts forth a fimpering ſweet prophetic face, 
Amid this rough miſchance, that ſeems to ſay, 
« Though diſappointment mocks the preſent hour, 
„Next year ſhall mark the triumph of my pow'r, 
„When Faction's ſcowling fiends ſhall ſhun the day.“ 


Thus when the Monaxcn of the winds, in ſpite, 
Rolls a dark phalanx on the golden light, | 
And blots the beauteous Ors the world adorning, 
SoL lifts the ſable mantle of a cloud, | 
And peeping underneath the envious ſhroud, 
Smiles hupe, and ſays, „I'll ſhine to-morrow morn». 
ing.” N 1 


bd. 


The Bard adviſes the Dix Ecrons to ſubmit to their d 

graded ſituation; and, by way of conſolation, informs. 
them of the fallen late of the Poets and, moreover, 
comforts the DixECTORS with the changes that take place 
amongſt crowned as well as un-crowned heads. 


ET not alone are you by Kings deſpis'd ; 
Lo, lofty poets are no longer priz'd, 
That to an eagle turn'd a popinjay; | 
That ſcorn'd of Time the ever-dreaded wars, 
Turn'd winking ruſh-lights into blazing ſtars, 
And ſtole from frail mortality, decay! 


PozTs 
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PogTs, with that rare inſtrument call'd Rune, 
Drew with the greateſt eaſe the teeth of TIR; 
Snapp'd his broad ſcythe fo keen, and broke his glaſs ; 
Clipp'd his two wings, and fix'd him on an als : 
Such was the envied pow'r of ancient BarDs, 
When Kings vouchſaf'd to crown them with rewards. 


In days of old, the Bazxns, were ſacred creatures, 
Deem'd fo exalted in their natures! _ 

By numbers thought fit company for Gods / 
Lo, at the feaſts of Kings the M1xsTRELS fat ; 
Eat, ſung, and mingled in the royal chat; 

And ſcarcely did there ſeem a grain of odds. 


Thus cried thoſe Kings of old, (delightful praiſe !) 
«© Touch not the men of other days; | 
« Hurt not a hair of thoſe ſweet ſons of ſong, 
« Whoſe voices ſhall be heard amidſt our halls, . 
« When we, amidſt of death the narrow walls, 
In gloomy ſilence ſhall be ſtretch'd along.“ 


Scot - free the Poets drank and ate; 

They paid no taxes to the State ! 
Now-comes a Putcher, roaring * Pay your bill ;* 

Now the blue-apron'd wight of beer, 

And man of bread, approach and cry, Look here; 
„% Not one more morſel, not a ſingle gill, 

„ Shall, Maſter Poet, paſs your piping throat, 

6 *Until you quickly pay up ev'ry groat.” 

Unnatural ! alas, what Gothic ſounds ! 

Thus 'tis the ud, PROFANE a Poet wounds 


At Windſor, when the Monarch has been by, 

How have I languiſh'd on the royal ſtye, | 
Where wanton'd fifty little grunting grigs ! 

But never had the King the grace to ſay, | 

« You're hungry, hungry, PETER—take away, 
„Take, take a couple of the prettieſt pigs.” 


Oft of his geeſe too have I heard the notes, | 
And, hungry, wiſh'd to ſtop their gobbling throafs ; 
But vainly did mine eyes around them wander 
How 
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How eaſily the Monarch might have ſaid, 


« You don't eat roaſt meat often, I'm afraid; 
„Take, take away the fatteſt gooſe or gander.” 


Kings care not if we neither drink nor carve— 
This is their ſpeech in ſecret, © Sing and ſtarve.” 


And yet our Monarch has a world of books, 
And daily on their backs ſo gorgeous looks ; 
So neatly bound, ſo richly gilt, 10 fine, 
He fears to open them to read a line ! 


Since of our 4eoks a King can highly deem, 

The Authors ſurely might command eſteem 

But here's the dev'l—1 fear too many know it= — 
Some Kings prefer the Binder to the Poet. 


Yet though it never was poor PETER's fate 

To get a fixpence from the Man or STaTE, 
Who rather tries to keep the Poet's under— 

Oft have I dipp'd in golden praiſe the pen, 

Writing fuch bandſome things about great men, 
ThatCanpovur'seye-ballshave been ſeen to wonder. 


Yet had it happen d that the Bax D 

Had borre on high-bred folk à little hard ; 
Good for an evil mortals ſhould return— 
Tis very wicked with revenge to burn. 
The /zuz's a bright example, Fer me ſay— 
Osbliges the black clouds that veil his ray; 
Oft makes them decent figures to behold, 
And covers all their dirty rags with gold, 


But let us not an idle pother keep, 
And, aſs-like, at a revolution bray ; 

Lo, King's themſelves, like cabbages, grow cheap : 
Thus ev'ry dog at laſt will have his day— 
He who this morning nil d, at night may /errow ; 

The grul te- day's a butterfly to-morrow. 


O D E. 
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O D E. 
The Por adminiſters comfort to the diferaced Dr- 
3 RECTO IS. . 1 


OOR Imps! we all are born, at times to groan ! 
M:isFoxRTUNE won't let HaeriNEss alone; 

harp as a cat for ever pleas'd io watch her, 

And trying with a thouſand traps to catch her. 


Still muſt we all ſubmit—it is our fate 

To mourn at home, amid this mortal ſtate! _ 
Yet by our folly often worſe we make it. 

At diſappointment frequent have I figh'd : _ 

% P-x take the world!” indignant I have cry'd— 
« Life is not worth the terms on which we take it.“ 


Then on the lot of mortals did I ſcowl; 
And angry thus, one night, addreſs d an OwL. 


— — 
| 8 


| ADDRESS ro av OWL. 


«© THOU ſolemn Bizp on yonder ivy'd tow'r, 
&« Wilt thou exchange thy nature OwL with me 

% Happy to take . of thy bow'r, 1 130 
“ here proteſt I would exchange with thee,” 


4 When to his weſtern bed the Su x retires. 
«© Obeys the curfew, and puts out his fires; | 2 
«© When EvxIxINe, bluſhful harbinger of Nienr, 
&« Gems with the dews of health the drooping flow*r ; 
& With cooling zephyrs fans the ſober hour, 
« And wakes the myriads to the fading light F 1 
' O 
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te Forth, with what happineſs I paſs 
&« Amid the moiſt reviving graſs, 
« To meet the tribes by Na ru made, 
% To crawl and wing the world of ſhade ! 


& Daughters and ſons of Night that creep the ground, 

* Bleſt muſt ye live, with ſuch a calm around, | 
« So unmoleſted, to enjoy your loves! 

&« And lighter PEOPLE, ye who ſpread the wing, 

&© Now mid the moon's pale luſtre ſport and fing, 
« Now playful pierce the ſhadows of the groves. 


« Ye harmleſs nations, with averted eyes, 
«© The ſons of men your filent world deſpiſe, 

« Becauſe their eyes zo punch - houſes behold ; 
% Becauſe zo mobs, nor fires, nor thieves appear; 
6 Becauſe no riots with their yells they hear; 

« No brothels, ſcenes of fallow fate unfold. 


« Sweet Owl, this ſhort apoſtrophe excuſe ; 
And willing now to zhee returns the Musz. 


« O Bird of Wiſdom, *mid the twilight ſcene 
« Dimly I mark thy philoſophic mien— 
« And now I ſee expand thy ſnowy wings: 
4% To yonder elm, O happy happy fowl, 
« Thou ruſheſt forth to call upon Miss Owr, 
« Expectant of her BRAU, who darkling ſings. 


« Together now ye fail the duſky vale, 
« Now dart on prey, now mount agen the gale; 
«© Now on the moon-clad barn or filent grove, 
« Your four hands fill'd with various game, ye go 
« (For hunger muſt be ſatisfied I trow) ; 2 
« And, after feaſting, kiſs and ſing of love. 


% 'To-morrow ſullen muſt I move to town, 
« Shook in a wooden engine up and down, 
% For want, O Owl, of thy ſoft gliding wing 
« Stow'd with a gang of thieves perchance, and trulls ; 
% Too noify for the thickeſt human ſkulls — - 
% Whoſmoak, and laugh, and roar, and ſwill, and ſing. 
I Gladly 


.- Lay 
© Gladly at length I quit my wooden hive ; 
« Fatigu'd, at buſy London I arrive, 
« Parent of fin, and naſtineſs, and noiſe : 


4 By coach and cart, nud wheelbarrow and dray, 
„Through motley moFT force my ſighing way; 
Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney-{weepers boys; 


« Saluted, as I paſs along, 

By all the various imps of ſong, 

« This crying rabbits rabbits, wild fowl that, 
% Another mackrel, ſalmon, oyſter, ſprat ! 


« With ſuch a howling ear- diſtracting note, 

And mouth extended as a barn-door wide, 
That fiſh and fleſtt forſooth may be well cried, 
A man might leap into each cavern throat. 


In Covent Garden, in the Hummunm's, now 
& I fit, but after many a curſe and vow 
Never to ſee the madding city more; 
„Where barrows truckling o'er the pavements roll, 
„And, what is horror to a tuneful ſoul, 
«© Where aſſes aſſes greeting, love-ſongs roar ; 


« Which aſſes, that the Garden's ſquare adorn, 
« Muſt lark-like be the heralds of my morn. 
„Let others talk with wild affright : 

« Of horrors and the ſhades of night +; 

„ You want not SoL's refulgent painful ray; 
«© Night to your eyes is but a milder day. 


« Let others mock-your airs that ſimply flow 
% Teeho tecaubit, tecaubit tecbo 

„ But then, dear OwT, tis /aveetly ſimple, mind: 
& Avaunt the ſcientific ſquall 
I hate it - ature hates it all 

« But lo ! 'tis /czence and the ton, I find. 


b - 


“ The ear with harſh chromatics muſt be teas'd, 
« Grown much too fa/hionable to be pleas'd. 


vol. III. 8 4 Here 
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« Here could I wander *mid the dewy glade, 
< On ſacred ſilence feaſt, and ſhade : | 
« But ah! farewell—reſt calls me—'tis night's 
noon ; 24 


«© On wings of freedom as thow ſweep'ſt the ſky, 


Sweet child of fhadows, o'er my hamlet fly, 
& And kindly ſoothe my ſlumber with a tune,” 


Thus out of humour I addreſs'd the bird, 
Wiſhing to change conditions with the fowl ; 
But at the cheerful morn, upon my word, 
I lik'd the man-ſtate better than the oavl, 


Thus anger'd at the wayward tricks of Fate 
Pettiſh you wiſh your grandeur at the devil; 

Yet, after curſing high and mighty ſtate, | 
You wiſely deem it not ſo huge an evil: 


"Contented to be men of wor/hip ſtill, 

Pleas'd with the gifts that Kings, not Heav'n beſtow ; 
Proud, from the height of TITLE's ſtar-clad hill, 
To mock us poor unbonour d grubs below. 


ODE. 


The Por comforteth again and again and again the neble 
DixEcCToRs with moral reflections, Wc. 


, IS giv'n as goſpel both in = and rhimes, 
hat people ſhould not be for ever bleſt ; 
Misfortune therefore muſt be good at times, 
A ſalutary, though ſatiric gueſt ; 


That goads to Virtue's works the rump of SLorRH; 
Like gout, that bites us into health fo fair ; 
Or like the needle, while it wounds the cloth, 
It puts the rag into repair. . 


3 - Sigh 


I 5 


Sigh now no more, nor let thoſe ſuns, your eyes, 

Be dimly gleaming through perpetual ſnow'rs 

Let PLEASURE bring the beam of ſummer ſkies, 
And gild the pinions of your fable hours. 


Let not GRIEP's _— along your boſom roll, 
Nor Faxcy gather ſorrows tor the ſoul. 


Ah! ſigh no more, ſweet Lords, pray figh no more! 
Not all, not all your conſequence 1s dead ; 

In Tot'nam-ffreet you ſtill preſerve a pow'r, 
And proudly bear an elevated head ; 


Where, all obedience, and with one accord,, 
Muſicians learn to tremble at the *Lord. 


o D E. 


The Vidftader of It, e 


IFE changes—now tis calm—now hurricane 
Up, down, down up—a very windmill's vane 

Is man, poor fellow—much too like a ball 

"Tis high, 'tis low—'tis this way now, now that, 

Tuſt as its wooden maſter wills, the bat— 

Thus MazesTy can bid us riſe or fall. 


The Monarch may repent him of the deed — 
His heart, ſo ſoft, at your diſmiſſion bleed. 
To Houfe.of Buckingham you may be call'd, 
And at the Queen's ſweet little concerts ſing; 
Then how the tribe of NozLEs will be gall'd! 
This will be ſoaring on the eagle's wing. 
* Of the Knight, who ſelects the muſic, and ſometimes gives a 


ſeprano ſong to a baſe voice, and who once ordered, in the Jubilate, 
the trumpet part to be executed by the German flute, 


82 Thus 
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Thus to the world then be it underſtood, 
What ſeems misfortune, happens for our good : 


This from my rhyming ſtore-houſe, or my /table. 
May be elucidated by a Fable. 


—— — 


Mas. ROBINSON's HANDKERCHIEF, 
AN D 


JUDGE BULLER's WIG, 


A FABLE. 


HANDXERCRIEF, thzt long had preſs'd- 
The ſnows of Laura's ſwelling breaſt, 
O'er which fair fcene full many my Fedor lover, 
With panting heart, and frequent ſighs, 
And pretty modeſt leering eyes, 
Had often often been obſerv*d to hover 


| This Handkerchief to Kitty giv'n, 
Was forc'd at length to leave its heav'n, 
And enter a Jew clothes-man*s ample bag— 
O what a fad reverſe, poor ſoul ! 
To ſweat in ſuch a horrid hole, 
With ev*ry ſort of dirty rag! 


% Pray, who are you ?”* the plaintive *Kerchief ery'd, 

Perceiving a rough neighbour at her fide: 
&« You {well as though your maſter was a pig— 

| „% What are you? tell me, ſtinking creature.” — 

| « Ma*'am,” 

$ The hairy neighbour grave replied, © I am 

| | «© The moſt tremendous great Judge BuLLER's Wig.” 

| | 


Indeed, Sir! O how chang'd our fate! 
& How diff'rent were we both of late! 

« Now to be lodg'd in this vile place 
& What will become of us at laſt? O dear, 
« Something more terrible than this, I fear; 


Something that carries huge diſgrace,” Madam,” 
| « Madam, 


=» 


« Madam, rejoin'd the Wig, „“ don't cry, 
% No cauſe have you indeed to ſigh; ; 

„ So truſt for once a Wig's prophetic words 
« My fate is to be juſt the ſame, I tind ; | 
„Still for a Scarecrow's head deſign'd, 

« To frighten all the thieves—the birds. 


« But, luckier, you ſo chang'd will riſe, 
„A fav'rite of ten thouſand eyes; 
Not burnt (as you ſuppos'd perhaps) to tinder; 
„ Chang'd to the whiteſt paper—happy leaves, 
„ For him, the BAR D who like a God conceives, 
„ The great, th' immortal PRTER PIN DAR.“ 


« La, Sir, then what a piece of news! 
« God bleſs, I ſay, God bleſs the Jews 
„I with my dear dear Miſtreſs did but know it: 
« Her hands then I ſhall happy touch again; 
„% For Mapam always did maintain 
That MisTErx PIN DER was a charming Poet.“ 


— — — — 


O D E. 
Still more Comfort for DIRECTORS ! 
NCE more I pray you, be not ſad ; 
Remember what the Proverb doth declare: 
Tis better riding on a pad, 
Than on a horſe's back that's bare. 


At Tot'nam's concert, to delight ye—- 
Behold, my Lords, you ſtill are mighty. 


Think of your titles too the name of Lord, 
What merit it proclaims of head and heart 
It is a tradeſman's handſome board, 
In letters fair of gold that doth impart 
To people who their mouths of wonder ope, 
What goodly articles are in the ſhop, 
8 3 4 Yes, 


— —— — —— — ͥ ́ä'Tũß3aVR— 4 — 
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Yes, as of yore, the pompous name of Lord 
Doth ſtill our awe-clad admiration rule— 
And comfort to the hungry doth afford 
As nods of Loxps are dinners for a fool. 


& T thank my God, I am not like thoſe fellows,” 
Cried the proud PRHARISEE, the bellows 
Or trumpet of his reputation, blowing 
Ant you in triumph alſo may exclaim, 
Proud of a Peer's exalted name, 
With pride of title and fair birth o'erflowing, 


I thank my ſtars, T am not like the med, 
« Whom NartuRE fabricated by the 5.“ 


You ſhall, you ſhall return to pow'r, 
And o'er the grumbling million tow'r; 
Your facred laws ſhall be obey*d — 

Muſicians to allegiance mf refftirn— 
In fackloth and in aſhes mourn ; 
Submitting, if you will it, to be flead. 


Their eyes ſo fierce, that flaſh*d like tin reflectors, 
As though they meant to roaſt the Grand Directors, 
Shall from their meteor fury fade away 
Becoming mild and placid as the light 
Shed by the Worm, the lamp of dewy night, 
Or Luxa's modeſt melancholy ray. 


Yes ! to your noble hearts delicht, 
With waving wands and gloves ſo white, 
And gilt medallions bleſt, ſhall ye appear; 
Smile at us Me, the many-headed beaſt ; 
And, as you ſeem to like a gratis. feaſt, 
Eat a tew fiddlers ev'ry year. 


. THE 
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'Tzx CHURCHWARDEN, 
o R, 


THE FEAST ON A CHILD. 
A TALE. 


The following flory, founded on a fat that happened ſome 
years ſince, at the SWAN at Knightſbridge, is introduced 


to illuſtrate the meaning of eating a child, mentioned in 
the Firft Ode. 


T KNIGHTSBRIDGE, at a tavern, call'd the Swan, 
Churchwardens, Overſeers, a jolly clan, 
Order'd a — for themſelves and friends 
A very handſome dinner, of the beſt: 
Lo! to a turn, the diff'rent joints were dreſt— 
Their lips, wild licking, ev'ry man commends, 


Loud was the clang of plates, did knives, and forks; 
Delightful was the ſound of claret corks, 

That ſtopp'd fo clofe and lovingly the bottle: 
Thou Savoir-wivre, Club, and u fats quei, 
Full well the voice of honeſt corks ye know, 

Deep and deep-bluſhing from the generous pottle. 


All ear, all eye, to liſten and to ſee, 
The Jandlord was as buſy as a bee— 

Yes, LAR DER ſkipp'd like harlequin fo light; 
In bread, beer, wine, removal ſwiſt of diſhes, 
Nimbly anticipating all their wiſhes— 

Now this, to man voracious as a kite, 


Is pleaſant—as the TxeExcxts Heroes hate 
All obſtacles that keep them from the plate, 
As much as jockies on a running horſe 
Curſe cows or jack-alles that croſs the courſe. 
Nay, 


— , .  _  _ — — — — 


— — 
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Nay, here's a ſolid reaſon too; for mind, 
Bawling for things, demandeth mouth and wind 7 
Whatever therefore weak'neth uind and jaws, 
Is hoſtile to the gormandizing cauſe.. 


Having "_ cramm'd, and ſwill'd, and laugh'd, and 
ung, 
And toaſted girls, ard clapp'd, and roar'd, and rung, 
And broken bones of tables, chairs, and glaſſes, 
Like happy bears, in honour of their laſſes, 
ot wives !—not one was toaſted all the time 
Thus were they decent—it had been a crime, 
As wives are delicate and ſacred names, 
Not to be mix'd indeed with wh—s and fames :;. 


I fay, when all were cramm'd unto the chin, 

And ev'ry one with wine had fill'd his ſkin, 
In came the Landlord with a cherub ſmile ; 

Around to ev*ry one he lowly bow'd, 

Was vaſtly happy — honour” d— vaſtly proud. 
And then he-bow'd again in /ach a ſtyle ! 


« Hop'd Gemmen lik*d the dinner and the wine: 

To whom the Gemmen anſwer' d“ Very fine! 
« A glorious dinner, LAR DER, to be ſure.''—. 

To which the Landlord, laden deep with bliſs, 

Did with his bows ſo humble almoſt kiſs f 

| The floor. | 


Now in an alter'd tone—a tone of gravity, 
Unto the Landlord full of ſmiles and ſuavity, 


Did MisrER GurrrE the Churchwarden call 
« Come hither, Lax DER,“ ſaid ſoft MisrErx GuTTLE, 
With folemn voice and fox-like face ſo ſubtle 

„% LARDER, a little word or two, that's all.“ 


Forth ran th' obedient Landlord with good will, 
Thinking moſt nat'rally upon the bill. 


& Landlord,” (quoth GuTTLE, in a ſoft fly found, 
Not to be heard by any in the room, 0 
et 
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Yet which, like claps of thunder, did confound) 
“ Do you know any thing of BETTY Bzoonm ??? 


« Sir?” anſwer'd LAR DER, ſftamm'ring—* Sir? what, 
Sir? 
& Yes, Sir, yes—yes—ſhe liv'd with MisrRESS 
LaRDER; 
« But may I never move, nor never ſtir, 
„If but for impudence we did diſcard her 


— 


„No, Mifer GUTTLE—BETTY was too braſſy 
„We never keep a /arvant that is ſaucy.“ 


“ But, Landlord- BET ſays ſhe is with child.“ 
« What's that to ne? quoth LR DER, looking 
wild— 
6% I never kiſs'd the huſſey in my lite, 
% Nor hugg'd her round the waiſt, nor pinch'd her 
cheek ; _ : 
% Never once put my hand upon her neck 
„Lord, Sir, you know that I have got a wife. 


„Lord! nothing comely to the girl belongs 

„ would not touch her with a pair of tongs : 

& A little puling chit, as white as paite ; YE 
& I'm ſure that never ſuited with my taſte, 


% But then, /uppo/e—T only ſay, /uppo/e 
&« I had been wicked with the girl—alack, 


&« My wife hath got the curſed*ſt keeneſt noſe, 
„Why, zounds, ſhe would have catch'd me in a 
crack ; | 


44 Then quickly in the fire had been the fat— 
“ Curſe her! ſhe always watch'd me like a cat. 


„Then, as I ſay Ber did not hit my taſte, 
It was impoſſible to be unchaſte ;— 
„Therefore it never can be true, you ſee— 


« And Miſtreſs LaxDER's full enough for me.” 
« Well,” | 


E202 J 
&« Well,” anſwer'd GuTTLe, „Man, I'II tell * 


what 
« Your wind and eloquence you now are waſting : 
Whether Miſs BETTY hit your ae or not, 
“There's good round proof enough that you've 
been taſtiny. 


% And, LAR DER, you've a wife, *tis very true, 
„ Perhaps a little ſomewhat of a ſhrew ; 
« But BETTY was not a bad piece of ſtuff” — 
« Well, Miſter GuTTLE, may 1 drop down dead, 
If ever once I crept to BeTTY's bed! 
« And that, I'm ſure, is ſwearing ſtrong enough.“ 


«© But, LAR DER, all your ſwearing will not do, 
« If BET TV ſwears that ſhe's with child by you. 
«© Now BETTY came and faid ſhe'd favear at once 
But you know beſt—yet mind, if BeTTY'l] favear, 
ce pps nals again!] ſhould MrsTRzss LARDER Hear, 
„The Lord have mercy, LAazDEs, on thy ſconce. 


60 Why, man, were this affair of Bzrrv tole her, 
& Not all the dev'ls in hell would hold her. 


4 Then there's your modeſt ſtif-rump'd neighbours 
all — 
There'd be a pretty kick-up—what a ſquall!— 
= You could not put your noſe into a ſhop— 
& There's lofty Miſtreſs Wick, the chandler's wife, 
& And Miſtreſs Burr, the butcher's imp of ftrife;. 
With Miſtreſs BozBin, Saxon, Muy, and 
SLOY, 
4 With fifty others of ſuch old COMPEEY Sm 
„ Zounds, what a hornet's neſt about thy ears!“ 


From cheerful ſmiles, and looks, like Sor ſo bright, 

Poor Lax fell to looks as black as night; 
And now his head he ſcratch'd, importing guilt 

For people who are innocent indeed, 

Never look down, ſo black, and ſcratch the head; 
But, tipp'd with confidence, their noſes tilt, 


Replying; 
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Replying with an unembarraſs'd front; 
Bold to the charge, and fix'd to ſtand the brunt. 


Turn is a tow'ring DamE—divine her air; 

In native bloom ſhe walks the world with fate : 
But FALSsEHOOb is a meretricious Fair, 

Painted and mean, and ſhuffling in her gait; 


Dares not look up with RESsoLUTIOx's mien, 
But ſneaking hides, and hopes not to be ſeen; 
For ever haunted by a doubt 

That all the world will find her out. 


Again—there's honeſty in ayes, 

That ſhrinking ſhew when tongues tell lies 
With LAx DER this was verily the caſe : 
Informers were the eyes of LaxDeR's face. 


& Well, Sir,“ ſaid LaxDtes, whiſp'ring, hemming, 
ha-ing, pit a | 
Each word ſo . like a cart-horſe dra ving 
„This is a damn'd affair, I can't but fay— 
&« Sir, pleaſe t' accept a note of twenty pound; 
& Contrive another Father may be found; 
And, Sir, here's not a halfpenny to pay.” 


Thus ended the affair, by prudent treaty ; 
For who, alas! would wiſh to make a pother ? 
QurTTLE next morning went and talk'd to BETTY, 
When BETry ſwore the bantling to another*, 


* By this ingenious mode of Pariſh Cookery, the ſame child may 
be devoured a dozen times over. 
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ODES 


TO 
KIEN LONG, 


The preſent Emperor of China. 


A LETTER 


TO THE 


EMPEROR or CHINA. 


Dear KIEN Lons, 


T length an opportunity preſents itſelf for con- 
A verſing with the /econd POoTENTATE upon earth, 


EORGE THE THIRD being moſt undoubtedly the , 
although he never made verſes. Thy praiſes of 
Movxvex, thy beautiful little Ode to Ta, &c. have 
afforded me infinite delight; and to gain my plaudit, 
who am rather difficult to pleaſe, will, I aſſure thee, be 
a feather in thy imperial cap. 


Principibus placuifſe viris, non ultima laus ef, 


Praiſe from a Bar of my poetic ſpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no ſmall degree of merit. 


Excuſe this piece of egotiſm—it is natural, and juſti- 
ted by the ſublimeſt authorities. What ſays ViseiL? 


6“ Tenranda via eft qua me quoque poſſim 
% Tellers bumo, wittorque virim volitare per ora. 


What, 
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What, likewiſe, LucxeTivs ? 


&« Infignemgue meo capiti petere inde coronam 
Linde prius nulli velarunt tempora Maſe." 


What, alſo, Ovip ? 

« Famgue eus exegi, &c. 
'What, moreover, Hoxace ? 

« Exegi monumentum are perennius, &c. 
What, Exxrus ? 

% Nemo me lacrumeis decoret nec funera fl:tu,”* &c. 


W hat, again, the great Father of Poetry, Homes, in 
his delightful Hymn, that ſome impudent Scholiafts 
declare he never wrote? | 


— F up cy AOIANN 
Edel: murirai; no rid Tigmrols wakira : 
TuP25; arg. Get d x i Taitakoigon* 

T T&0a rü ig di agus Aoidate 


which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the quo- 
tation, I thus a little paraphraſtically and beautifully 
tranſlate : 


Should Cug10$1Ty at times enquire 

Wno ſtrikes with ſweeteſt art the Mvusz's lyre; 
Tais be thine anſwer A poor man, ſtark blind, 

« An aged minſtrel that at Cuios dwelis, 

«© Who ſells and fings his werks, and ſing and ſells, 
« And leaves all other poets far behind. 


So much for my profound learning in defence of ego- 


tiſm ; for where is the man that does not rank him- 
ſelf amongſt his own admirers ? 

Now to the point —As Loxp MacarTNEY, with 
his moſt ſplendid retinue, is about to open a trade with 
thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets, woollen in 
general, &c. &c. in favour of the two Kingdoms; 
why mizht not a /iterary commerce take place hetween 
the GREAT KIEN Loxc, and the no leſs celebrated 
PETER PIN DAR? Thou art a man of rhymes—and fo 
am I. Thou art a genius of uncommon verſatility— 


Vor. HI. | T” ſo+ 
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ſo am I. Thou art an enthuſiaſt to the Muſes - ſo am 
I. Thou art a lover of novelty - ſo am I. Thou 
art an idolater of Royaltz—ſo am I. With ſuch a 
congeniality of mind, in my God's name, and thine, 
let us ſurpriſe the world with an interchange of our 
lucubrations, both for its improvement and delight. 
And to ſhew thee that I am not a literary ſwindler, 
unable to repay thee for goods I may receive from thy 
Imperial Majeſty, I now tranſmit ſpecimens of my ta- 
lents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and Epigram. 
I am, dear KEN Long, 
Thy humble Servant and brother 8 


From my fludy, Calend. Marti, 
Die Saturni, 1, 92. 


ODES To KIEN LONG. 


Ava Bagger ono, &C, ANACREON, 


« Ys, le us ſtrike the lyre, and fing, and rhyme 
« By far the wiſeſt way of ſpeniing time.“ 

1.) Says ANACREoN, my dear KIEN LonG; 

Lit BRITAIN then, and CHINA, hear our ſong. 


O P. E 1. 


PErer complimenteth KEN Lox on his poetical talent, 
and condemneth the want of literary taſte in Weftern 
Kings. 


EAR Eur' OR, PRINcE of Potts, noble Bax, 
Thy brother PETER ſendeth thee a card, 
To ſay thou art an honour to the times 
Yes, PETER telleth thee, that for a King, 
Indeed a moſt extraordinary thing, 
Thou really makeſt very charming rhimes. 


2 Witneſs 
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Witneſs thy Mouxptn®*, which we all admire ; 
Witneſs thy pretty little Ode to TEA, 


Compos'd when ſipping by thy Tartar fire; 
Winef thy many a madrigal and glee. 


Believe me, venerable, good KI EN Loxs, 
Vaſt is my pleaſure that the Muſe's ſong 
Bias ſoundeth through thy Tartar groves; 
Still — that the % of Eaſtern Kings 
Should praiſe in rhime the Tartar vales and ſprings, 
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 


Vet how it hurts my claſſic ſoul, to find 
Some Weſtern Kings to poetry unkind ! 
What though they want the {kill to make a riddle, 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ;— ſtill _ 
Thoſe Kings might ſhew towards them ſome good will, 
And nobly patroniſe Apollo s fiddle. 


But no- the note is, How go ſheep a ſcore ö 
« What, what's the price of bullock? how ſells 
« lamb ? 
« T want a boar, boar, I want a boar; 
« J want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.” 
Whereas it ſhould be this“ I want a Barn, 
To cover him with honour and reward.“ 


Kings deem, ah me! a grunting herd of ſwine 
Companions ſweeter than the tuneful Niwe ; 
Preferring to Fame's dome, a hog-ſtye's mire ; 
The roar of oxen to Apollo's lyre. 

« Lord ! is it Poſſible ?” hear thee groan— 
KIEN Lows, tis true as thou art on thy throne z 
For fouls like thine, 'tis natural to doubt Wi 
MACARTNEY can inform thee all about it. 


* A fajouiite city of the Emperor. 


T2 — 
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0 D E II. 


More Compliments to the EmrtRoR—A Diſſertation on 
THRONES, and Kings and Queens — A very proper At- 
tack on the French Revolutionifis—T he fate of poor RE- 
LIGLON, prophefiet— Alſo, of his Holineſs the POpE— 

More Lamentations on degraded ROYALTY. 


G HOU art a ſecond Atlas, great Kizn Lons ; 
Supporting half th* unwieldly globe, ſo ſtrong 
But, Lord! what pigmy ſouls to empire riſe ! | 
Unconſcious of its glorious frame, they ſleep— 
Now juſt like mice from pyramids that peep, 
Thioking a hole's a hole, where'er it lies, 


Fox ru E has too much pow'r in this ſame world 
Things are too often topſy-turvy hurl'd! 
A bug condemn'd to fy that ſcarce can craaul; 
A maggot taken from his little nut, 
- (There by the great ALL-w1sz moſt wi/ely put) 
To grovel midſt the grandeur of St. Faul! 


Unluckily moſt thrones are plac'd ſo high, 
J hat Kings can ſcarce their loving ſubjects ſpy, 
Hopping heneath them, like ſo many crows ; 
Which ſubjects have in France been taking 
Great liberties in Jadder-making, 
To get up nearer to the royal noſe. 


Thus wrens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, 

Aim to arreſt, by frequent daring flights, 

Their elder brothers of the ſkies, the Ki rES 


And yet J hate a Fool upon a throne— 
We have been happy hitherto, thank God; 
ow boys would burſt with laughter, ev'ry one, 
Were monkey-ſchoolmaſters to hold the rod / 


Yet 
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Yet much more miichief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger ſcale than /chools — 
Th' AmERICANSs provide againſt all this: 
Which certain Gentlefolk take much amiſs ! 


And then again, the wives of glorious Kings, 
In generoſity, and ſuch-like things, 
And temper mild, u ho well themſelves demean, 
Are for the /ub7e a rare happy matter; 
And let me ſay indeed, who ſcorn to flatter, 
We Bxr1Tows are moſt lucky in a Queen. 


Of humbling their ſuperjors, fo:ks ſeem fond, 
And treating Monarchs as ſo many logs ; 
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 
Some tiſh, ſome frogs.. . 


Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry, 
Rending with vile diſloyalty the.iky : 


% hen will the lucky day be born that brings 
« A bridle for the iniolence of Kings? 
Too flowly moves, alas! the loitering hour! 
% en will thoſe TVRAN Ts ceaſe to fancy MAN 
« A fawning dog in Providence's plan, | 
„ Ordain'd to lick the blood-itain'd rod of Pow's ?” 


Kings have their faults „ and many 
The man who contradicts me, is a Tany. 

Some rob, ſome kill, ſome cheat, ſome cringe and beg; 
Curſt with an av'rice, ſome would ſhave an egg. 

And yet, with all their fins, I drop a tear 

On what I'm daily forc'd to ſee and hear. 


Great is the change of late ! ſuch horrid ſcenes, 

Such little rev'rence both for Kings and Queens! 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, feldom over nice— 

« We want NO ECEPTER'D PLUNDERERS of States; 

« Out with them —ſolly to maintain more. cats 
Than capable of catching nuce. 


| p of : & Death 
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« Death to their paraſites we ll have no more 
« Leeches that ſuck the heart's blood of the poor. 
« Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thoſe Pagan 
66 Fees, | | 
“ Falſe gods !—away with ſtars, and ſtrings, and 
 «croſles!? Wo 


The French are very wicked, I declare; 

They raiſe upon one's head, one's very hair; 
So much thoſe fellows Majeſty abuſe— - 

Of Royalty the purple robe fo grand, 

Which ſeizes the deep rev'rence of a land, 
They to a malkin turn, to wipe their ſhoes. 


O ut with State-pickpockets!“ they cry aloud : 

Death to the rav'nous eagles, cries the crowd, 
„That happy hover o'er a PEOPLE's groan ; 

„Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreſt; 

© FLATT*RY'S vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaſt ; 
Rank bugs that ſhelter in the wood of thrones ! 


« The DusTMAN in his cart that hourly flaves, 
Drawn by an aſs, the partner of his toils, 

« Tow'rs far ſuperior to thoſe titled knaves, 
In coaches glitt'ring with a kingdom's ſpoils ! 


The old /c volo, that with thund'ring ſound, 
Rous'd all the provinces of France around, 
(And if great things we may compare to {mall, 
Juſt like the boatſwain's whiſtle, that makes ſkip « 
The jovial fellows of a ſhip) 
This great s1c yoLo is not heard at all 


To humbler phraſes chang'd by ſome degrees ; 
« With your good leave, Meſſicurs“ “ Sirs, if you 
e pleaſe.” | 


Yes, ſavage are the FxEncn to Kings and Quality; 
Void of good manners common hoſpitality 
Barb'rous, they dog- like wiſh to pick their bones; 


Make 
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Make juſt as much of Dukes as of a duck, 
(Nobility has therefore ſhocking luck ) 
And daſh an infant Prince agaiuſt the ſtones, 


Thus butchers calmly ſtick a ſucking pig, 
And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 


RELIOION too is in a deep decline, - 
Her vot'ries treated like a herd of ſwine, 
Rich reliques look'd upon as rotten lumber ! 
Who will be canoniz'd tor fright'ning devils, 
For bringing back Joſt limbs, and curing evils, 
Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets beyond number. 


Without a draught, a bolus, or a pill, 
That of redoubted DoRors foil the {kill ? 


RxL11610N, who in France ſome years ago, 
Made in rich filks ſo wonderful a ſhow, 

So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm, 
Is now, poor ſoul, oblig'd to beg her bread, 
With ſcarce a cap or ribbon to her head, 

Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm. 


Ah! ſinking faſt, *tis thought ſhe may expire; 
Her whips demoliſh'd, and extinct her fire, 

Her pincers broken, ſnapp'd in twain her cleaver, 
That flogg'd, that burnt a ſinner to ſalvation, 
Roaſfling away the ſoul's adulteration, 

And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true Believer. 


No longer are her prieſts to be maintainꝰd 
Thus is that horrid beaſt the Dev'l unchain'd, 
That roaring Bull at once his triumph ſhows — 
For, if not paid, what prieſts will prove their might, 
Fight the good fight, ; 
And, like ſtaunch bull-dogs, nail him by the noſe ? 


Dark and the DE v', the ſmutty rogue, and Six, 

A pretty junto, are upon the grin; 

Hoping to fi the dark infernal hole, 

If all the prieſts refuſe to help a ſou. 1 
at 


41 
That moſt important conteſt then is oer; 
Pull DEV'L, pull Pazsox, will be ſeen no more. 


Yes, at her wounded pow'r RELIGION faints ; 
Alas! no more old bones ſhall make new Saints; 
No more ſhall Lent, lean Lady, cry her fiſh ; 
No more ſhall ſlices of the croſs be courted ; 
Deſpis'd the manger that our Lord ſupported, 
His ſacred pap ſpoon, and the Virgin's diſh. 


No abſolutions, like potatoes, ſold; _ 

No purgatory-ſouls redeem'd by gold: 

No more in cloth of gold, and red-heel'd ſhoes, 

Bag-wig and ſword, a mob the Saviour “* views — 
Sold no certificates. of good behaviour. 

To ſhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 


No more ſhall MizacLE obtain applauſe, 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame Nature's laws 
No more dead.herrings, fill'd with life and motion, 


Leap from the frying-pan, and ſwim the ocean. 


Soon may this wicked Spirit ſteal to Rome, 
And poiſon ev'ry ſacred dome; 
Religuen be kick'd and mock'd by many a giber— 
The Pontiff to the very workhouſe brought, 
Or, what. could never have been thought, 
Plump'd with his triple crown into the Tyber : . 


There may we view him flound'ring wild about, 
With not a SAinT he dubb'd to pull him out:, 


\ 


* Once a year this ine mummery is exhibited in France, and in 
other Romiſh countries. 

+ In ſome part of Ruſſia, narrow ſlips of paper, in form of a rib- 
bon, conſecrated by the Biſhop, are ſold for about three-pence a- 
piece, and bound about the heads of dying people. They are certifi- 
cates of their good b:hav'our, The inſcription on each is as follows: 
“ To old God Almighty, to young God Almighty, and young 


« God Almighty's Mama—thijs is to certify tzat the bearer hereof 
« died a good Chriſtian.” | 


The 
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The fair chafte quills, from angel wings procur'd, 
Be turn'd to uſes not to dend j 

To villain pens, inſtead of crow-quills cut, 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver /mut : 
Melted the Church's facred plate to mugs, 
To candleſticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 
To Fre the pipes? of ſacred tunes, 
And ſilver Chriſts to canniſters and ſpoons. 


Phials that held of ſaints the ſuffering ſighs, 
Seen by the dimmeſt of believing eyes, 

Lo, to the meaneſt offices ſhall ſinx 
Hold aguafortis, or reviling ink! 


The Vixcin's gowns and garters, ſtockings, ſhoes, 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews— 25 
Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muſlin, lace, 
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace 


Now to diſloyal mongrels we return, 
That bark at Kings, and for confuſion burn. 


How have our mighty Monarchs been brought dowa ! 
Trod in the duſt, like ſome old wig, the Crown ! 
The WRARERS—ſome confin'd in jails ſo dread; 
Some ſhot—ſome poiſon'd with as much _/ang-froid, 
As though the Mos had merely been employ'd 
To knock a thieving polecat'on the head. 


In birth the PuBLic ſees no kind of merit 

Think of the preſent equalizing ſpirit! 
Amidſt the populace how rank it ſprings ? 

Nay, from the palaces the VirsTues fly, 

While boldly entering from their beaſtly ſtye, 
The vulgar Pass1ons ruſh to pig with Kings / 


® Of the Organs. 


ODE 
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ODE III. 


The PoeT ſweetly reproveth the Eu REROR for neglecting 
fo turn a penny in an honeft way, and demonſtrateth the 
inconveniency of Generofity— proving that a mind on 8 
Be ſcale may be productive of Narrow circum- 

ances. 


REAT KING, thou never educateſt ſwine, 
Nor takeſt goſlins under thy tuition ; 
Nor boardeſt by the week thy neighbour's kine, 
Like Pxaroan's—that is, in a lean condition. 


Nor doſt thou cut down palaces to pens, 

Nor ſendeſt unto market cocks and hens; 
Nor to a butcher ſelleſt pork and beef: 

Nor wool nor egg merchant, O King, art thou; 

Nor doſt thou watch the girl who milks the cow, 
For fear the girl might fip, and prove a thief; 


Nor ſetteſt traps to ſave thy fowls and eggs, 
And catch thy loyal ſub;efts by the legs.— 


Nor doſt thou go a ſhopping, mighty King; 
I know that thou de/pr/e/ ſuch a thing; 

Yes, to expoſe ſuch meanneſs thou art loath — 
Thou ſcorn'ſt to pride thyſelf on buying cheap, 
And for ſome trifle a huge pother keep, 

An ounce of Slacſguard *, or a yard of cloth. 


Nor doſt thou (which /ome people may deem ſtrange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change ; 

Nor doſt thou (which would be a crying fin) 
Cheat of his dues the Parſon of Pz-xin. 


Thy mind was form'd upon an ampler ſcale; 
Each thought is generoſity- a whale : 


A co:rſ: ſnuff, ſo emphatically called. 
Not 
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Not a poor ſprat to dunghills to be hurl'd— 
Thy ſoul a dome illumin'd by Ga AN DEURH“s rays, 


That o'er thy mighty empire caſts a blaze; 
A beacon to inform a world. 


But, ah! KIEN Lons, thou never wilt be rich, 
If generoſity thy heart bewitch: 
What ſays Economy ? « Let ſubjects groan, 
& Let MiskRV's howl be muſic to thine ear— 
„Ves, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 
„Fall printleſs on thy heart as on a ſtone.” 


The ſouls of many Kings are vulgar entries, 

With not a ruſhlight *midſt the diſmal winding; 

A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paſt finding— 
Hyeocrisy and MEANNEss the two ſentries. 


AmB1T10N, that on riches caſts its eyes, 

Mounts on the tempeſt of a PROPLE's gg! 

O Emp'ror, GENEROSTTV's a fool— 

She wants advice from /aving Wispom's ſchool. 


Look at a ſmiling field of graſs; 

Nothing can eat it out, nor horſe nor aſs, 
Provided that you put, to ſpare the feaſt, 

A padlock on the mouth of ev*ry beaſt. 
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then, 
Thou wilt be wealthy ainong ſcepter'd men. 


Invite not a whole MiLL1ow “ to thine hunt: 
Thy purſe with ſuch a heavy weight would grunt. 
In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 

The ſport a half a dozen butchers ſhare ; 
Of ſmutty chimney-ſweeps perchaunce a pair ; 
With probably a brace or two of barbers. 


What though 'tis not quite royal—ſtill we boaſt 

Of gaining glorious fun with little coſt. 

The pocket is a very ſerious matter per 
Small beer allayeth thirſt—nay, ſimple water. 


® This is the number of the Emperor's attend.nts, in general, at 


a hunt. 
The 
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The ſplendor of a chace, feaſt, or ball, 
Though ſtrong, are paſſing, momentary rays— 

The luſtre of a little hour ; that's * "66 

While guiueas with eternal ſplendor blaze. 


ODE IV. 


Pri breaketh out into a ſtrange rhapſody, fo unlike 


PErEx, who chrifleneth himſelf the POET of the Pgo- 
PLE—He adviſeth the EMeExOR to actions never 
practiſed by Kings /—1s it, or is it not, one continued 
vein of happy Irony! a 


TVE — from thy privy purſe away, 
ſay — 

Nay, ſhould thy coffers and thy bags run o er, 

Neglect or penſion MEAT T on the Poor. 


Give not to Hoſpitals thy Names enough : 

To death-face Famine, not a pinch of ſnuff 
On WEALLA thy quarry, keep a falcon-view, 
And from thy very children ſteal their due. 


Should'ſt thon, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horſe, 
Unlucky, *midſt ſome river's rapid courſe ; 
Though ſharp between Hef and Death the ſtrife, 
Give not the Page a /ous that ſaves thy life. 


Should Love allure thee to ſome Fair-oxne's arms, 


Who yields thee all the luxuty of charms, 
And deluges thy panting heart with bliſſes; 


Take not a fixpence from thy groaning cheſt, 


To buy a ribbon for the fragrant cheſt, 
That ſwell'd with all its ardour to thy kiſſes, 


Buy not a garland for her flowing hair ; 
Buy not of mittins, or of gloves, a pair, 
To ſhield her hands from froſt, or Suuuxx's ray: 


Buy 
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Buy not a bonnet to defend her face, 
Nor kerchief to protect each ſnowy grace, 
And deck her on ſome rural holiday. 
But ſuffer her in homely geer to pine, 
In ſimple elegance where others ſhine. 


Thou probably mayſt anſwer, with a groan, 
„What! give a vile contagion to the throne! 
«© Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
% Whilſt trodden Meir lifts her aſking eyes. 


That calf, ſhall gariſh OsrenTaT1ON grin, 
« Deck'd by the ſweat of LA BOURꝰs ſun-burnt ſkin, 
„ Poor cart-horſe, envied e'en his very oats? 
«© Heav'ns! ſhall this Mummer OsTenTAT10N cry, 
© Roaſt in the ſun, thou Mos, in aſhes lie; 
Mine be the guineas, SLAve, and thine the groats. 


Mine be the luxury of wine and oil, 

«© 'Thine that I condeſcend to drink thy toil.” 

Ah! ſay'ſt thou thus ?—dares honour this high pitch? 
Then, noble EMe'ror, thou wilt ne'er be rich. 


Gold ſhould not gather in a frbje#*s cheſt— 
The crew grows mutinous—it cannot reſt; 
It talketh of equalzty, indeed! 
No, let the Monarch's bags and coffers hold 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, all- mighty gold; 
On this ſhall brawny POW' R his finews feed; 


Jovz's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire, 
The vengeance-bearer of the royal ire! 

Enrich the realm, S u BORN DI NATION dies 
Wealth gives a wing that da/bes at the ſkies, 


Bluſh not, though up to neck, to noſe, in gold, 

To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told, 
« The Emp'ror pants for money —hunt about:“ 

And ſhould thy Miniſter, with impious breath, 

Say, ©* SIRE, we've ſqueez d the people nigh to death 
Off with the villain's head, or Lick him out. 


Vol. III. U ”. 
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*Tis pleaſant to look down upon the howe!, 
And count the royal treaſure with a bowel! 
Pleaſant to mark the whites of withing eyes, 
And hear of PovERTx the fruitleſs ſohs! 
Grand, on their knees to ſee the million cow'r! 
Pale, ſtarv'd ſubmiſſion is the ct of Pow'r. 


Pr'ythee, to Europe come, Ki R&R Lon, with ſpeed : 
We'll give thee much inſtruction. on this head; 

Nay, /ome examples alſo ſhall be brought, 

Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 


PxzceeT's a pigmy, hectick, weak, and ſlight ; 
Ex AM PI. E is a giant in his might. 
Then, pr'ythee, to our Euxor E haſte to ſtare; 
Lo, Eu ROE ſhall produce thee /uch a Pair? 
A Pain! to whom lean Av'rice is a fool, 
And means to take a leſſon from their ſchool. 


ODE v. = 
PETER giveth an account of the Expedition of Lord Ma- 
CARTNEY, and, contrary to the tenor of the preceding 
Ode, abſolutely recommendeth GexerosITY # the Eu- 


PEROR, 2.1 


IEN LONG, our GREAT GREAT PEOPLE; and 
"SQUIRE PITT, _ 
Fam'd through the univerſe for ſaving wit, 
Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealth; 
And now a veſlel have they fitted out, 093 Kat 
Making for good Kizn Lone a monſtrous rout, 
To trade, and beg, and aſk about his health, - * 


This, to my {imple and anconnying mind, 

Seems economical and yery kind! 

And now, great Eur EROR of China, ſay, 
What handſome things haſt thou to give away? 


Accept a proverb.out of W1 5D0M's ſchools— 
* Barbers firſt learn to ſhave, by ſhaving Fools.“ 


PirT 
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PirTT ſhav'd aur faces firſt, and made us grin 
Next the poor French—and now the hopeful Lap, | 4 
Ambitious of the honour, ſeemeth — | 
To try this razor's edge upon thy chin, 


Trex as a generous Prince we all regard; 
For ev'ry preſent, lo, returning double— 

"Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward wh 
The ſhip and LoD Macarrwtzy for their trouble. 


And now to GrorGt and CHAALOoTTE what the pre- 
ſents? 

No humming-birds, we beg—no owls, no pheaſants; 

Such gifts will put the palace in a ſweat— | 

For God's ſake ſend us nothing that can eat. 


What gifts, I wonder, will thy KI G and Queen 
« Send to KEN Loxc?” thou cry'ſt.—Not much, I 
' ween z | 
They can't afford it; they are very poor 
And though they ſhine in ſo ſublime a ſtation, 
They are the pooreſt people in the nation, | 
So wide of Charity their neat *trap-door!!! 


Our King may ſend a dozen cocks and hens ; 
Perhaps a pig or two of his own breeding; 

Perhaps a pair of turkies from his pens; 
Perhaps a duck of his own feeding— 


Or poſſibly a half a dozen geeſe, 

Worth probably a half a crown a- piece; 
And that he probably may deem enough.— 

Her gracious MajzsTY may condeſcend 

Her precious compliments to ſend, 
Tack'd to a pound or two of ſnuff: 


The hiſtory of Srrelirz too, perhaps; 
A place that cats a figure in the Maps. 


* Reader, this expreſſion is uncommonly beautiful.—The 
moſi ſecret charities are generally the largeſt, and moſt accep- 


table to Gop, 
2 Moſt 


{1 
Moſt mighty Eu r' Rox, be not thou afraid 
That ve ſhall generoſity. upbraid: _ 

Send heaps of things—poh! never heed the meaſure— 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things, 
Behold, the beſt of Queens and eke of Kings 

Will build them Barns to hold the treaſure. 


I know thy delicacy's ſuch, 

Thou fancieſt thou canſt ſend too much— 

But as I know the Great Ones of our iſle, - 
The very thought indeed would make them ſmile. 


Lord! couldſt thou ſend the Chineſe Empire o'er, 
So hungry, we ſhould gape for more : t 

Ves, couldſt thou pack the Chineſe Empire up, 

We'd make no more on't than a China cup; - 

Ev'n then My Lapy ScuwELLENnBERG. would bawl, 

Cote dem de ſhabby fella vat, dis all??? Sa Oh 


Whales very rarely make a hearty meal— - 

Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 

Moreover, fond of good things gratis; | 
Whoſe ſtomach's motto ſhould be, zunguam ſatis; 


Then load away with rarities the ſhip, 

And let us cry, She made a handſome trip 
But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, mackaws; 
The dev'l take preſents that can awag their j aaun. 


ODE VI 


IMPLICITY, I dote upon thy tongue; vali 
And thee, O white-rob'd TavrTa, I've rev'renc'd 
long—, -k | od 42 att 
I'm fond too of that flaſhy varlet WIr, 
Who ſkims earth, ſea; heav'n, hell, exiſtence o'er, 
To put the merry table in a roar, vt 4 
And ſhake the fides with laugh- convulſing fit. 


O yes! in ſweet SINMTLIcITx I glory 


T a charming little ſtory, | 
o her we owe a charming ry WILLIAM 


L 281 J 


WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, and the BAILIFF. 
A TALE. 


AS well as I can recollect, 
It is a ſtory of fam'd WILLIAM PEN x, 
By bailiffs oft befet, without effect, 
Like numbers of our Lords and Gentlemen— 


WILLIAM had got a private hole to ſpy | | 
The folks who came with writs, or © How d'ye do? 


Poſſeſſing, too, a penetrating eye, 
Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew, 


A bailiff in diſguiſe one day, _ 
Though not difguis'd to our friend WII T, 

Came, to W1LL's ſhoulder compliments to pay, 
Conceal'd, the catehpole thought, with wondrous fill, 


Boldly he knock'd at WiLL1am's door, 
Dreſt like a gentleman from top to toe, 
Expecting quick admittance, to be ſure— 
Net 


W1LL's ſervant Na THAN, with a ſtrait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ſtalk'd, not ran 

t Maſter at home ?” the Bailiff ſweetly ſaid — 
Thou canſt not ſpeak to him,” replied the Man. 


« What,“ quoth the Bailiff, © won't he ſee me then?“ 
« Nay, ſnuffled Na THAN, “let it not thus ſtrike thee 5 
Know, verily, that WILLIAM PENN | 
«. Hath ſeen thee, but he doth not Ie thee,” 


| 82068 Þþ 


„L. 
TAKEN OUT OF (owe OF PUNCH. 


H ! poor intoxicated little knave, 1 
Now ſenſeleſs, floating on the fragrant wave; 
Why not content the cakes alone to munch ? 
Dearly thou pay'ſt for buzzing round the bowl; 
Loſt to the world, thou buſy ſweet-lipp'd ſoul— 
Thus Death, as well as Pleaſure, dwells with Punch. 


Now let me take thee out, and moraliſe 
Thus *tis with mortals, as it is with flies, 

For ever hankering after Pleaſure's cup: 0 
Though FATE, with all his legions, be at hand, _ 
The beaſts, the draught of Ci Rc x can't withſtand, 

But in goes every noſe - they muſt, will ſup. 


Mad are the paſſions, as a colt untamdt | 
When 3 ENCE mounts their backs, to ride them 
mid, 4 ö N C 
They fling, they ſnort, they foam, they riſe inflam'd, 
Infiſting on their own ſole will ſo wild. 


Gadſbud ! my. buzzing friend, thou art not dead ; 
The Fates, ſo kind, have not yet ſnipp'd thy thread 
By heav'ns, thou mov'ſt a leg, and now its brother, 
And kicking, lo, again thou mov'ſt another! 


And now thy little drunken eyes uncloſe; 
nd now thou feeleſt for thy little noſe, 5 
And finding it, thou rubbeſt thy two hands; 
Much as to ſay, I'm glad I'm here again! — 
And well mayſt thou rejoice— tis very plain, 
That near wert thou to De aTH's unſocial lands. 


And now thou rolleſt on thy back about, 


Happy to find thyſelf alive, no doubt — 
171 Now 
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Now turneſt—on the table making rings ; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, 
Now ſhaking the rich liquor from thy back, 
Now flutt'ring nectar from thy filken wings: 


Now ſtanding on thy head, thy ſtrength to find, 
And poking out thy ſmall, long legs behind ; 
And now thy pinions doſt thou briſkly ply ; 
Preparing now to leave me—farewell, Fly ! 


Go, join thy brothers on yon ſunny board, 
And rapture to thy family afford | 
'There wilt thou meet a miſtreſs; or a wife, 
That ſaw thee drunk, drop ſenſeleſs in the ftream ; + 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-reſounding ſcream, 
And now fits groaning for thy precious life, 


Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, 
And wiſely tell them thy imprudence ends. 


Let buns and.ſugar for the future charm ; | 

Theſe will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 
Whilſt Puxcn, the grinning merry imp of fin, 

Invites th* unwary wand'rer to a kiſs, 

Smilles in his face, as though he meant him bliſs, 
Then, like an Alligator, drags him in. 


—— . — ———  __— 


ELEGY to the FLEAS of TENERTFEE.. 


Written in the Year 1768, at SANTA CRUZ, in Company 
with a Son of the late Admiral BosCAwEn, at the Houſe 


of Mr. MACKERRICK, @ Merchant of that Place. 


V5 hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 
Whole bones, perchaunce, may ache as well as ours, 
O let us reſt in peace the weary head, 

T his night—the firſt we ventur'd.to your bow'rs, 


Thick 


— ee. 4 


— — r,, . e Sz 
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Thick as a flock of ſtarlings on our ſkins, 

Ye turn at once to-brown, the lily's white; v7 
Ye ſtab us alſo, like ſo many pins— + -/ 

SLEEP ſwears he cant come near us whilſt ye bite. 


In vain we preach—in vain the candle's ray 
Broad flaſhes on the imps, for blood that itch— 
In vain we bruſh the buſy hoſts aways! 
Fearleſs, on ozher parts their thouſands pitch. 1's 


And now I 1 a hungry varlet ery, 

« Eat hearty, Fleas - they're ſome Outlandiſh Men— 
« Fat ſtuff—no Spaniards all ſo lean and dry | 

ce Such charming mem ne er may come agen“ 


How ſhall we meet the morn with thamefal 7 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 

Juſt like two turkey -· eggs, we ſpeckled-rife,, 
Scorn'd by the Loves, and mock'd by all the Ga Acks. 


What will the ſtately Nymph, Joa x NA“, ſay? 
How will the beauteous Carmenina® ſtare! 
% Away, ye naſty Britons—foh! away,“ 
In ſounds of horror will exclaim the Fair. 


What though we tell chem was Mackexzice's + bed? N 
What though we ſwear twere all Mack ER RIO E's fleas? 
Diſguſted will the Virgins turn the head; 
No more we kiſs their fingers on our knees, 


No more our groaning verſes greet their hand; 
No more they liſten to our panting proſe ; 
No more beneath their window ſhall we ſtand, 

And ſerenade their beauties to repoſe, 


The Conver/ationi} meet their end; 
The love-infpir'd Fandango warms no more; ; 
The laugh, the nod, the whiſper, will offend; 
The leer, the ſquint, the ſqueezes, all be o et. 


* Young Spaniſh Ladies of the firſt faſhion. 
+ He is a principal man in the iſland, and much reſpected. 
+ At his Excellency's the Governor. 


But,. 
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But, O ye ruthleſs hoſts, an Arab train, 
Ye daring light-troops of that roving race, 
Know ye the ſtrangers whom with blood ye ſtain? 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus diſgrace? - 


One is a Doc Tor, of redoubted ſkill, 

A Briton born, that dauntleſs deals in death; 
Who to the Weſtern Ix p proceeds to kill, 

And, probably, of :ho»/ands ſtop the breath: 


A Bard, whoſe wing of thought, and verſe of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all Pax nassus ſtart; 

A BAR PD, whoſe converſe Monaxcns ſhall admire; 
And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart“. 


The other, lo, a Pupil rare of Mars, + 
A youth who kindles with a FaTrer*s flame; 
Boscaws x call'd, who fought a kingdom's wars, 
And gave to Immortality a name. 


Lo, ſuch are we, freebooters, whom ye bite! 
Such is our Britiſh Quality, O Fleas !— 

Then ſpare our tender 1kins this one, one night 
To-morrow eat Mack ERRICE, if ye pleaſe, 


—— — 


THE CAPTIVE. 
A PERSIAN ELEGY. 


ScEnt—The Sultans Palace. 


O thee, who rul'ſt o'er Perſia's wide domain, 
The wretch of Zulpha pours the ſuppliant fight 
Shall love the bleeding boſom bare in van, 
And pity vainly raiſe th' imploring eye? 


x Part of this prophecy has been amply verified. 
Lo, 
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Lo, virtue weeps! her ſacred drops revere; 
Nor thus her cheek. with burning bluſhes ſtain: 
The monarch's heart, that melts at virtue's tear, 

More than a thouſand triumphs gild his reign, 


Enough of woe, have war's wild horrors ſpread ; 
Ev'n now the vallies ſhriek, the hamlets burn. 
See havock waft the blaze from ſhade to ſhade: 
See the wan ſhepherd o'er the ruin mourn! 


Say, cannot this the ſoft emotion wake; 
Force from thy eye the ſympathizing ſtream; 

But ſhall thy cruelty the wretch o'ertake, 
'Scap'd from the ruffian's ſword and walling flame? 


Thoſe weeping orbs eternal darkneſs ſhade, 
If one fond glance thy ſavage hope inſpires: _ 


Love's keeneſt vengeance ſmite the guilty maid, 
Falſe to her fame, and faithleſs to his fires. 


Live, live ye vales of Lar in mem'ry's eye, 
Whoſe ſong ſo often ſtole my raviſh'd ear; 

Let Selim's name embalm my conſtant ſigh; 
His image brighten ev'ry falling- tear. 


Can Lar's fair vallies from remembrance fade, 
Mir's echoing rill, and Dinur's conſcious grove; 
Where truth and Selim won a willing maid, 


Where flow'd the ſhepherd's firſt fond ſigh of love. 


Ye fair ſultanas, that around me throng, 
Ah! ceaſe to ſoothe a captive's hapleſs hours : 
Harſh to my ear 1s pleaſure's careleſs ſong, 
And dim the radiance ſcepter'd grandeur ſhow'rs, 


Ah! what avails the purple's coſtly pride, | 
The ruby's bluſh, the di mond's light'ning beam, 
Attendant ſlaves, or muſic's wanton tide, _ 

Or floods of fragrance, that around me ſtream ? 
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Can pomp from love-fick abſence ſteal the ſigh, 
Smooth with gay ſmiles the ſullen front of care, 
Chace the pale cloud from melancholy's eye, 
And calm the deep-ton'd murmurs of defpair? 


Away thoſe tow'rs, that thus their heads advance, 
While Trvile flatt'ry crawls a welcome gueſt, 

Where proſtitution darts the wanton glance, 
And envy's demons gnaw the throbbing breaſt! 


Fairer to me is Suſan's dangerous ſhade, 
Where growling fate, the reſtleſs ſavage roams: _ 
Where horror breathes around a death-like dread, - 
And crowding fpectres haunt the twilight glooms. 


Fairer to me the dungeon's dreary round, 
Low-ſounding to the captive's hollow figh; 

Where the pale pond'ring wretch, in thought profound, 
Nails to the murky floor his haggard eye. 


Ye Perſian nymphs, with artleſs manners bleſt, 
And bleft with blooms by beauty's pencil ſpread ; 

Retire, ſweet ſtrangers to the throbbing breaſt, 
And court of ſolitude her deepeſt ſhade. 


Wing, where gay freedom bounds from grove to grove, 
Where love in ſafety points the tender gaze; 

Where feeds, young innocence, her cooing dove, 
And meek contentment pours the ſong of praiſe. 


Parents of lovely maids, be deaf the ear, 
While pride the flatt'ring pompous tale imparts, 
Far from thoſe bow'rs each bluſhing damſel bear, 
Nor give to mis'ry's gripe their gentle hearts, 


The tyger growling thro? th' affrighted wood, 
Springs to defend th' endanger'd young from harm; 

The fierce, the wild-ey'd vulture, bath'd in blood, 
Feels for her youngling's cry, the fond alarm. 


Thus 
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Tus ſung the nymph, the ſoft ſultanas figh'd : | 


Defire with virtue in the monarch ſtrove ; 
Be bleſt, be Selim thine (at length) he cry'd, 
Then gave the maid to liberty and love. 


een 
() Queen of flowers, whoſe tender care 


Swells the ſoft gales that nurſe the youthful year, 


With whom fair Venus comes along, 
Theme of the feather'd choir's melodious ſong ; 
Venus, the wanton queen of love, 


Whom the gay nymphs reſound through every grove. | 


Oh ſay, beneath what favour'd ſhade 
Beguiles my Wesr, in ſtudious leifure laid, 
The mid=day hours, not ill employ'd, 
Whether he throws his golden lyre aſide, 
Or 'mid Pieria's laves, again 
Fill'd with poetic fire reſumes the ſtrain, 
Forgot his friend, who climbs the height 
Of ſhady: Tuſculum, or Alba's ſeat ? 
Ye ſpreading pines, whole ſacred groves 
Faunus, and every ſportive ſatyr loves, 
Where Anio down the trembling ſteeps, 
And rugged rocks, with headlong torrent ſweeps ; 
O witneſs all, his name how oft 
O'er Tibur's cloud-crown'd hills hath ſoar'd aloft; 
Oft Æſula, bow all around, 
Say, have thy lovely ſhades return'd the ſound ; 
How oft each clift, and hallow'd dell, 
Where Latium's naiads ever love to dwell. 
For me the Latin naiads view'd 
On the dank margin of that limpid flood, 
Where erſt his piumes of filvery hne, 
Venuſium's bird oft bath'd in roſy dew. 
Wondrous! while he, ſweet ſongſter, ſung, 
The ſilent woods in mute attention hung; 
At his ſweet lay each fount flood ſtill, 
And check d the tinkling of its ſacred rill, 


Ev'n 
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Eu'n now (the muſes thus ordain) 
The rocks, the laurels ſtill preſerve the ſtrain. 
Nor wonder that in aukward flight 
My unfledg'd wings attempt Parnaſſus? height; 
The ſweet retreat, the blooming ſpring, 
Call forth to voice my rude unletter'd firing. 
In this bleſt ſeat (my words believe) 
Phœbean ſlumbers hang on every leaf: 
While every rill and gale around 
Charms with a ſweeter and a ſprightlier ſound. 
. e e W 
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The preſent unnatural and — enmity towards thoſe beff 
creatures in the world, KING and QUEE ns, putting our 
mo? AUGUST COUPLE more an their guard againſt evil 
machinations, by ſele:ting Mr. Tow NsEND, Me. Ma c- 
MANUS, and A. J ALOUS, the moſt accompliſhed T hief= 
takers upon earth, to watch over them as a Garde de 
corps; ſuch an important circumſtance, ſo illuminative FA 
the hiftorical page, could not eſcape the eagle ce of t 
Lyric BarRD, whe, in conſequence, has addreſſed an 
Ode of praiſe and admonitian to the three aforeſaid Gen - 
tlemen. 


ODE VIII. 


TO 


Meſſrs. TOWNSEND, MACMANUS,G JEALOUS, 
The Tarzr-TAKERS, and ATTENDANTS on MAJESTY. 


E friends to Jus r I GISSET, JusTICE JAIL, 
And JusTiCs Carr's ſlow-moving tail, 
Accept the Ba R D's fincere congratulation— 
Ye glorious imps, of thief-ſuppreſling ſpirit, 
Elected, for your moſt heroic merit, 
The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation, 


Vol. III. X When 
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When Brood, that enterpriſing Chap, 
Attempted only on the crown a rape, 
Pale Horror: rais'd her hands, and roll/d her yes 
But ſhould. ſome knave, with fingers moſt: unclean, 1 
Attempt to ſteal away our KN and QuEEN, 
How would the Empire in diſorder rite! + 


uſt like the nations of the honed hive, K 
ho, if they loſe their Sov* REIGN, never wn | 


At midnight, Io, ſome — might ſteal ſo fly, 

In filence, on the royal ſleepy eye, | 
And, giving to his facrilege a looſe, 

Bear off the —— Moe wn his back, 

Juſt as ſly Reynard, in his night attack, 
Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooſe, 


Ye glorious thief-takers, watch the Pair; 
We cannot ſuch a precious couple ſpare— 
Q, cat. like, the door againſt TO PAINE 
Tom Pal xz's an artful and rebellious dog, 
Swears that a ſacred throne is but a log, | 
And Monazcas too expenſive to maintain. 


I know their Majeſties are in a fright ; 
I know they very badly ſleep at night— 
Tom Parne's indeed a moſt terrific word ; 
A name of fear, that ſounds in ev'ry u ind, 
A goblin damn'd, that haunts the 20 al mind ; 
f DaMoCLEs, the hair-ſuſpended ſword. 


Why ſhould our glorious Sov'reigns be unbleſt ? | 
Why by a paltry ſubject be diſtreſt ? 

Is there no poiſon for Tom Paine ?—alas! 
Is there no halter for this knave of knaves ? 
Audacious fellow! lo, the Crown he braves, 

And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd 4%. 8 


For this poor burden'd 4½, he ſwears he feels, 
And bids hy IS a _— his heels. 


| Why 
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What a bright thought in Gonk and CHaRLoOTTE,/ 
Who, to eſcape each wicked varlet, | 
And diſappoint Tom PAINE“'s difloyal crew, ; 
Fix'd on the brave Macmanvus, TowWẽͥ SB ND, JEALOUS, 
Delightful company, delicious fellows, 
To point out, ev'ry minute, h 13 who / 


To huſtle from before their noble Graces, 

Raſcals with ill- looking deſigning faces, 
Where treaſon, an: and ſedition, dwell 

To ou the life of ev'ry Newgate wretch ; 

To ſay who next the fatal cord ſhall firetch— 
The ſweet hiſtorians of the penſive cell. 


O with what joy felonious acts ye view! 
How pleas d, a thief or higlwayman to hunt 
Bleſt as Cox NwALLIs Tir rOO to purſue; | 
Bleſt as old Pur3'xam Brow, and HuxRT PyunT! 


How itch your fingers to entrap a thief ! | 
How nimbly you purſue him !—with what ſoul . 

Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy deaf, 
And drag at laſt the felon from his hole! 


Thus when a CHamBERMA1lD a Flea eſpies, 
How beats her heart! what lightnings fill her eyes! 
To ſeize him, lo, her twinkling fingers ſpread, 
And ſtop his travels through the realm of bed, 


He hops—the eager damſel marks the jump; 
Now ſudden falls in thunder on his rump 
She miſſes—off hops BLoopsucxtR again: 
The nymph with wild alacrity purſues ; 
Now loſes ſight of him, and now gets views, 
Whilſt all her trembling nerves with ardour ſtrain, 


Now fairly tir'd, with melancholy face, 

Poor ſighing Susan quits th' important chace.— 

Once more reſolv'd, ſhe brightens up her wits, 

And, furious, to her lovely fingers ſpits— 

Thrice happy thought ! yet, not to flatter, 

Tis not the cleanlieſt trick in nature. 

X 2 Now 
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Now in the blanket deep ſne ſees him hide, 
Who, winking, fancieth Sus ax cannot ſee; 
Now Sus Ax drags him forth, with victor pride, 
The culprit eruſheth; and thus falls the FL EA! 


What pity tis for this important nation, 


The Princes all have had their education! 10 
What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away! © 


How had ye moralis'd their youngling hearts, 
How had ye giv'n an inſight of the Arts, 
So neceſſary, Sirs, for ſoy'reign ſway ! 


Cunninc's a pretty monitor for Kings; 

She teacheth moſt extraordinary things; 
She keepeth ſubjects in their proper ſphere; 

She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand, 

To dance, to kneel, to proſtrate at command— 
A Kingdom is-a Monarch's dancing bear. 


By means of this fame humble capering beaſt, 
What royal ſhowmen fill their fobs, and feaſt! 


O tell the world's great Maſters, not to ar. 
A ſubject's murmur is beneath their care: 
When well accuſtom'd to the buſy thong, 
Flogging's a matter of mere ſport—a ſong. 


All know the tale of BETTY and the Eel— 

% Youcruel b—h (a man was heard to ſay) 

« To ſerve poor creatures in that horrid way!“ 
“ Lord Sir!” quoth BeTrty, turning on her heel, 
« The eels are 2 to it! —ſo ſaying, | 
And humming ga ira, continued Hay ing. 


O how I envy you each happy name! 

Tru ſhall not eat the mountain of your fame; 
For thus myſelf your Epitaph ſhall write, 
And dare the vile old ſtone - eater to bite. 


Tus 


( 233 ] 


Ta EPITAPH. 


« Here lie three crimps of death, knock'd down by 
« Fate; 
« Of Juſtice the ſtaunch blood-hounds'too, fo keen; 
« Who choak'd the little plund'rers of the State, 
* And, glorious, ſav'd a mighty King and Queen.” 


Behold, the Guards, fo diſappointed, mourn ! 
With jealouſy their glorious boſoms burn, | 
To find by you, dread Sirs, uſurp'd their places: 
© What! not the regiments of Death be truſted! 
« By Thief-takers, O Jeſu! to be ouſted! 
* Thief-catchers, Gardes de corps unto their Graces!” 


Thus, thus exclaim the angry men in red, | 
Who, with their ſwords and guns, may go to bed. 


Gods! how I envy our great folk their joys! 
Your tales of houſe-breakers, thoſe nightly curſes; 
Of Heroes of the Heath, Saint Giles's boys; | 
Hiſt'ries of pocket-handketchiefs and purſes, 


O for minds-royal, what delightful food! 
Stories ſurpaſſing thoſe of Rox ix Hoop. 


Sweet are of ſlight-hand BAR RING ro the tales; 
Of changeful Major SEMPLE, charming too 

Delicious ſtory through each Hur k prevails, | 
Full of inſtruction, pleaſant, ſage, and new. 


Hence the pure ſtreams of thieving ſcience flow,, 
Which through your mouths to gaping Monarchs go; 
And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet _ 1 
With curious inſtruments, for robbing mete. 


X 3 Who 
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Who would not wiſh to ſee the gliding crook, 
With whom the purſes oft in filence ſtray ? 

Who would not on the tools with rapture look, 
That from poſt-chaiſes ſnap the trunks away ? 


Ie would not ope falſe dice, ingenious bones? 
A curious ſpeculation, worthy thrones. 


Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again; 

The GREAT of WixpsoR ſhall ſuch murth diſdain 
In days of yore, dull days, inſipid things, F 

Kings truſted andy to a ProPLE's lowe— 

But modern times in politics improve, 


And Bow:-ftreet Runners are the ſhields of Kings. 


ODE TO CÆKLIA. 
EA. muſt own that thou art paſſing fair; "= 


Love in thy ſmiles, and Juno in thy air: 

Yet, CEL14a, if with Gods I may be free, 
I think that Jove commits a ſort of ſin, 
By ſtripping all the Graces to the ſkin, 
Merely to make a nonpareille of thee. 


CzL1a, thou knoweſt too that thou art pleaſing ; 
Moſt ſpider-like, the hearts of mortals ſeizing; 
And what too maketh me confounded ſour, 
Thou knoweſt what I wiſh to hide, 
Which rather mortifies my pride, 
That I'm a ſimple fly, and in thy power. 


When Nature ſent thee blooming from above, 
She meant thee to ſupport the cauſe of Love; 
To keep alive a beautiful creation— { 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muſt be told, 
Are really like the ſorded M1szr's gold, 
Worthleſs, for want of circulation. 


— 
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Behold! a guinea, by a proper uſe, 
Another pretty guinea will produce; 

And thus, 8 peerleſs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent. per cent. within the year; 
That is, another beauty may appear, 

If properly it minds its duty.  - 


Of wonder, lo! thou putteſt on the ſtare— 
It ſeems a dark and intricate affair; 
Thou wanteſt a good, able, ſound adviſet 
Well, then, my Dear! at once agree, 
As chamber-counſel to take me; © 
I know none better qualified, nor wiſer. 


AN ODE TO A PRETTY MILLINER. 


O NVMPHI with band- box tripping on ſo ſweet, 
For Love's ſake, ſtay thoſe pretty tripping feet, 
Join'd to an ancle form'd all hearts to ſteal— 
That ancle to the neateſt leg united, 65 X10: 
Perhaps with which I ſhould be much deli ghted, 
For men by little matters gueſs a deal 


Love lent thee lips, and lent that hloom divine— 

But, deareſt Damſel! what can make them mine? 
Heav'n reſt upon thoſe heaving hills of ſnow ; 

The faſcinating dimple in thy chin; | 

In ſhort, thy _—__ without, and charms within, 
Speak, are they purchaſable ?—aye, or no? 20 


Thou ſeeſt my ſoul wild ſtaring from my eyes; 
Let me not burſt in ignorance, fair Maid !— 
Why ſheweſt thou, O peerleſs Nymph! ſurpriſe 3 

I am no wolf to eat thee—why afraid? 


O could I gain-by gold thoſe heav'nly charms? 
Could wid once give thee to my eager arms, 855 
| Lo! 


l 
Lo! into guineas would b cein my heart; 
Thoſe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap, | | 
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap, | 
Then wake again—again to ſleep depart. 


All happy circled in thy arms of bliſs; 1 } 
To ſnatch, with riot wild, thy burning kiſs ; | 
A kiſs I—a thouſand kiſſes let me add —g— 
Ten thouſand from thy unexhauſted mint, 
And then ten thouſand. of »:y e40z imprint. \ 
Speak, tempting Syren ] to a ſwain ſtark mad. | 


Heav'ns ! o'er thy cheek how deep the crimſon glows, 
And ſpreads upon thy breaſt of pureſt ſnows ! | 
Why mute, my Angel? thou diſdain'ſt reply! 

*Sdeath ! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I ! 


O Nymph, ſo ſweet ! forgive my wild defires ; 
That knave, thy band-box, wak'd my lawleſs fires, 
Bade me fufpe& what CaasTrrTy reveres == 
What will wipe out th' affront; O Virgin! ſpeak, 
That fluſh'd the roſe of virtue on thy cheek, 
Chill'd thy young heart, and daſh'd thine eye with 
tears? inne 11.0 A * 


Go, guard that honour which I deem'd departed— 
O yield thy beauties to ſome ſwain kind-hearted, 
Whoſe ſoul congenial ſhall with thine unite, | 


And Lovs allow no reſpite froni delight. 


A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT 


ON THE ABOVE. 

Dear Innocence ! where'er thou deign'ſt to dwell, 
The Pi.zasvuRes ſport around thy ſimple cell; 

The ſong of Nature melts from grove to grove; 
Perpetual ſunſhine fits upon thy rate ; 
Cox TEN and ruddy Hear Ta thy hamlet hail, 

And Echo waits upon the voice of Love, f | 
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But where—but where is ſcowling Gurrr's abode?” 
The ſpectred heath, and Da NR cavern'd road ; 

The ſhuffling monſter treads with panting breath 
The cloud-wrapp'd ſtorm inſulting roars around, 
Fear pales him at the thunder's awful ſound, 

He ſtares with horror on the flaſh of death. _ 
He calls on DARKNESS with affright, en 
And bids her pour her deepeſt night; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, = 
And hide him with her raven wing! 


Are theſe the pictures? Then I need not muſe, 
Nor gape, nor ponder #vhich to chooſe— = 
O Ix NOOB E, this inſtant I'm thy ſlave— 
What but the greateſt / would be a knave ? 


7 * — - = — 
A LYRIC EPISTLE 
„ 
SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 


IR Wirtiam! what, a new eftate! 
I give thee joy of * Gan1a's fate 
More broken pans, more gods, more mugs, 
More ſnivel-bottles, jordans, and old jugs, 
More ſaucepans, lamps, and candleſticks, and kettles, 
In ſhorr, all ſorts of culinary metals ! * 


Leave not a duſt- hole unexplor'd ; 
Something ſhall riſe to be ador d 
Search the old bedſteads and the rugs; 


Such things are ſacred—if, by chance, 
* A newly-diſcovered town, ſiſter in misfortune to Hercula- 


Amidſt 


neum, Pompeia, and Pæſtum. 
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Amidft the wood thine eye ſhould glance 


On a nice pair of antique bugs; | "I 


Oh! in ſome box the curious vermin place, 

And let us Britons breed the Roman race ! 

Old nails, old knockers, and old ſhoes, 

Would much Dainzs BarkingTon amuſe; 
Old mats, old diſh-clouts, dripping-pans, and ſpits; 
Would prove delectable to other wits ; 


Gods' legs, and legs of old joint ſtools, 
Would raviſh all our antiquarian ſchools. 


Some rev'rend moth, with ne'er a wing; 
Would charm the Knight of Soho Square: 
A headleſs flea would be a pretty thing, 
To make the Knight of Wonders ſtare. 


A curl of ſome old Emp'ror's wig, 
Or Nero's fiddte, mid the flames of Rome, 
That gave fo exquiſite a jig, | 
Believe me, would be well worth ſending home. 


Oh! if ſome lumping rarity of gold, 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance hehold, 

Send it to our good K* and gracious QF**® : 
No matter what th' inſcription—it there's none, 

Lis all one! ol 

Plain gold will pleaſe, as well as aur, J ween — 
Much will the preſent their great eyes regale, 
Let it but cut a figure in the /cale. | 


Oh! could an earthquake ſhake down Warerrnc, 

And catch th' inhabitants and goods all napping, 

And then a thouſand years the ruin ſhade, | 
What fortunes would be quickly made! 

What rare Muſzums from the rubbiſh riſe, 

Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes! 


How portraits of Mol FLanpzrs, HAN NAH SNELL, 
And Miſs D*Eon, thoſe heroines, would ſell ! 


* Sir Joſeph Banks. 
CanNniNG 


A 
Cavninc and Squires? 
How would the 4+/ettanti of the nation 


Devour the prints with eyes of admiration !. 
And to their merits, Poets ſtrike their lyres ! 


Sign-poſts, with Old Blue Boats, and Heads of Nags, *- 
Would from the proud poſſeſſor draw ſuch brags! 

Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moſt gracious Queen, 0 
With rapt'rous adoration would be ſeen; 

They would, upon my word. 
Such would tranſport the people of hereafter, 
Though ſubjects now of merriment and laughter, 


POSTSCRIPT //ub Roſe). ' 
„% © 


Hiſt !—what freſh ovens of Etrurian ware; 
What pretty jordans has my friend to ſpare? _ 
What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight? 
What Britons, 4n:wwing in the Viriũ trade, 
Soon as a grand diſcovery ſhall be made, 
Are near thce, gudgeon-like, prepar d to bite? 


What brazen god, baptiz'd with chamber lye “, 
For which the future connoiſeurs may figh,. 

Is going into ground, with front ſublime ? 
Hereafter to be worſhipp'd ſoon as ſeen ; 
A reſurrection rare, array'd in green, 

A downright ſatire upon TiME ; 


„Who ſeems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote; 
8 Taking two thouſand years to make a coat. 


* Sir WILLI Au keeps an old antiquarian to hunt for him, 
who, when he ſtumbles on a tolerable ſtatue, bathes him in 
_ urine, buries him, and when ripe for digging up, they proclaim 
a great diſcovery to be made, and out comes an antique for uni- 
verſal admiration. | h 


A whiſper— 
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A whiſper—lock'd is the Muſzum door“, 
Fro:n whence antiques were wont to ſtray ; 
Whoſe parents ne'er ſat eyes upon them more, | 
So much the little creatures loſt their way? 
Pity thou could not news of them obtain, 


And ſend the gods and godlings back again! 


Sir WILLIAM, what's become of that ſame Monk f, 
From whoſe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk, 
Thine hiſt'ry iſſued about burning mountains? 
For who would toil, and ſweat, and hoe the hill. 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill, 
Who eaſily can buy the fountains? 


O Knight of Naples! is it come to paſs, 

That thou haſt left the gods of ſtone and braſs, 
To wed a deity of fleſh and Blood t? 

O lock the temple with thy ſtrongeſt key, 

For fear thy deity, a comely She, 
Should one day ramble in a frolic mood. 


For fince the idols of a youthful King, © 

So very volatile indeed, take wing; 

If his to wicked wand'rings can incline, 

Lord! who would anſwer, poor old Knight, for thine # 
Yet /ould thy Grecian Goddeſs fly the fane, 

T think that we may catch her in, Hedge Lane]. 


* Some valuable antiques, not long ſince, made their eſcape 
from the Royal Muſzum, and travelled the Lord knows where. 

+ He lived in the neighbourhood of Veſuvius, and furniſhed 
the Knight with all his volcanic obſervations, which paſs on the 
world as his own.—Nam quod emis, poſfis dicere jure tuum. 

* It is really true—the Knight is married to a beautiful virgin, 
whom he ſtiles his Grecian, Her attitudes are the moſt defrrable 
models for young artiſts. | 

The reſort of the Cyprian corps, an avenue that opens into 
Cock ſpur Street. | 


EPIGRAM, 
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EPIGRAM. 


oN A STONE THROWN AT A VERY GREAT MAN, 


BUT WHICH MISSED HIM. 


TALK no more of the lucky eſcape of the head, 
From a flint ſo unluckily thrown— 

I think very diff rent, with thouſands indeed, 
T was a lucky eſcape for the Stane. ä 


TO CHLOE. 


DEAR CHnrLos ! well J know the ſwain, 

Who gladly would embrace thy chain; 
And who, alas! can blame him? 

Affect not, Caro, a ſurpriſe; 

Look but a moment on he eyes, 
Thou'lt aſk me not, to name him. 


ON A NEW-MADE LORD. 


THE carpenters of ancient Greece, 
Although they bought of wood a ſtubborn roms 
Not fit to make a block—yet, very odd 
No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 
Becauſe of this ſame ſtubborn ſtuff they made 
A damn'd good god! 


Thus, of the Lower Houſe, a ſtupid wretch, 
Whoſe mind to A, B, C, can ſcarcely ſtretch, 
Shall, by a Monarch's all creative word, 
Become a very decent Lord, 
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TO MY CANDLE. 


THOU lone companion of the ſpectred night, 
I wake amid thy friendly- watchful light, 

To ſteal a precious hour from lifeleſs ſlee 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and hark, 


HeLL's genius roams the regions of the dark, 
And ſwells the thund'ring horrors of the Dez, 


*%* 
by 
- 
* 
* 
+ 


| 


From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies; 
Now blacken'd, and now flaſhing through her ſkies, 


But all is filence here—beneath thy beam, 
I own I labour for the voice of praiſe— 

For who would fink in dull Oblivion's ftream ? 
Who would not live in ſongs of diſtant days ? 


Thus while I wond'ring pauſe o'er SHaxsPEaRE's page 
I mark, in viſions of delight, the Sa E, 
High o'er the wrecks of man, who ſtands ſublime 
A Col uu in the melancholy Waſte, 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories paſt ) 
Majeſtic, mid the ſolitude of Time. 


Yet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour— 
Yes, let the tears of pureſt friendſhip ſhow'r. 


I view, alas! what ne'er ſhould die, 
A Form that wakes my deepeſt ſigh ; 
A Form, that feels of Death the leaden ſleep— 
Deſcending to the realms of ſhade, 
I view a pale-eye'd panting Maid ; 
I ſee the VirTves o'er their fay'rite weep. 


Ah could the Mus 's ſimple pray'r 
Command the envied trump of Fame, 
OsB11vion ſhould ELIZz A ſpare: 

A world ſhould echo with her name. 


Art 
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Art thou departing too, my trembling friend ? 
Ah! draws thy luſtre to its end ? 
Yes, on thy frame, Fate too ſhall fix her ſeal 
O let me, penſive, watch thy pale decay; 
How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away ! 


How faſt thy life the reſtleſs minutes ſteal ! 


How ſlender, now, alas! thy thread of fire! 
Ah! falling, falling, ready to expire! 
In vain thy ſtruggles—all will ſoon be oer 
At life thou ſnatcheſt with an eager leap : 
Now round I ſee thy flame ſo feeble creep, 
Faint, leſs'ning, quiv'ring, glimm'ring, now no more! 


Thus ſhall the ſuns of ſcience fink away, 

And thus of Beauty fade the faireſt flow'r— 
For where's the GianT who to Time ſhall ſay, 
 « Deſtructive Tyrant! I arreſt thy pow'r; 
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